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( 3 ) 
THE 

R O S C I A D. 



ROSCIUS deceas'd, each high afpinng play'r 
Puih'd all his int'refl for the vacant chair. 
The bufkin'd heroes of the mimic ftage 
No longer whine in love, andtrant in rage ; 
The monarch quits his throne, and condefcends 
Humbly to court the favour of his friends ) 
For pity's fake tells undeferv'd mifhaps. 
And, their applaufe to gain, recounts his claps. 
Thus the viftorious chiefs of ancient JRome, 
To win the mob, a fuppliant's form aflume, 
In pompous ftrain fight o'er th' extinguilh'd war^. 
And (hew where honour bled in ev'ry fear. 

But though bare merit might. in Rome appear 
The ftrongeft plea for £'i7our, 'tis- not here ; 
We form our judgment in another way; 
And, they will belt fucceed, who beft can piiy"- ' 
Thofe, who would gain the votes of Eritilh tribes, 
Muft add to force of itierit, force of bribes. 

What can an adldr give I. In ev'ry age 
Cafh hath been rudely banifh'd from the ftage ;■: 
Monarchs thtmfclves, to grief of ev'ry play'r>«. 
Appear as often as their image there : 

B a. Tl.cy 
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They can't, like candidate for other feat. 

Pour feas of wine, and mountains raife of meat. 

Wine ! they could bribe you with the world as foon. 

And of roaft beef, they only know the tune : 

But what they have they give ; could Clive do more. 

Though for each million he had brought home four ? 

Shuter keeps open houfe at Southwark fair. 
And hopes the friends of humour will be there ; 
In Smithfield, Yates prepares the rival treat 
For thofe who laughter love, inftead of meat ; 
Foote, at Old Houfe, for even Foote will be. 
In felf-conccit, an ador, bribes with tea ; 
Which Wilkinfon at fecond-hand receives. 
And at the New, pours water on the leaves. 

The town divided, each runs fev'ral ways. 
As paflion, humour, int'reft, party fways. 
Things of no moment, colour of the hair. 
Shape of a leg, complexion brown or fair, 
A drefs well chofen, or a patch mifplac'd. 
Conciliate favour, or create diftafte. 

From galleries loud peals of laughter roll. 
And thunder Shuter's praifes— he's fo droll, 
EnihWdj the ladies muft have fomething fmart. 
Palmer ! Oh I Palmer tops the janQr part. 
Seated in pit, the dwarf, with aching eye?. 
Looks up, and vows that Barry's out of fize ; 
Whilft to fix feet the vigorous ftripling grown. 
Declares that Garrick is another Coan, 

When place of judgment is by whim fupply'd. 
And our opinions have their rife in pride j 

When, 
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When, in difcouriing on each mimic elf. 
We praiie and cenfure with an eye to fdf ; 
All muft meet friends, and Ackman bids as fair 
In fuch a court, as Garrick, for the chair. 

At length agreed> all fqoabbles to decide, ^ 
By fome one judge the cabfe was to be try'd ; 
But this their fquabbles did afrefh renew. 
Who fhould be judge in fuch a trial : ^ Who ? 

For Johnfon fome, but Johnfon, it was fi^ar'd. 
Would be too grave ; and Sterne too gay appeared : 
Others for Francklin voted ; but 'twas known. 
He ficken'd at all triumphs but his own : 
For Colman many, but the pccvifli tongue 
Of prudent Age found out that he was young : 
For Murphy fome hv/ ptlfring wits declar'd, 
Whilft Folly clapp'd her hands, and Wifdom ftar'd. 

To mifchief train'd, e'en from his mother's womb* 
Grown old in fraud, tho' yet in manhood's bloom. 
Adopting arts, by which gay villains rife. 
And reach the heights which honeft men defpife ; 
Mute at the bar, and in the fenate loud. 
Dull 'mongft the duUeft, proudeft of the proud ; 
A pert, prim, prater of the northern race. 
Guilt in his heart, and famine in his face. 
Stood forth ;— and thrice he wav'd his liJly hand — 
And thrice he twirl'd his tye— thrice ftrok'dhis bandi* 

" At Friendfhip's call (tlms oft with trait'rous aim. 
Men, void of faith, ufurp faith's facred name) 
*' At Friendlhip's call I come, by Murphy fent^ 
*' Who thus by me dcvelofes his intent. 

B 3 " But 
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** But left, transfus^dy the fptrit ihould be loft, 
" That fpirit. which in ftorms of RhitWic toft, 
<' Bounces about, and flies like bottled beer, 
''In his own words his own intentions hear. 

" Thanks to my friends.— But to vile fortunes bom, 
'* No robes of fur thefe flioulders muft adorn. 
*' Vain your applaufs, no aid from thence I draw ; 
«* Vain all my wit, for what is wit in law ? 
*' Twice (curs'd remembrance ! ) .twice I ftrove to gain 
'^ Admittance 'mongft the law-inftruded train, 
'* Who, in the Temple and Gray's-Inn, prepare 
'* For clients wretched feet the legal fnare : 
*' Dead to thofe arts, which poliJh and refine, 
** Deaf. to all worth, becaufe that worth was mine, 
'* Twice did thofe blockheads ftartle at my name, 
** AndfouJ rejection gave me up to fhame. 
•' To laws .and lawyers then I bad adieu, 
*' And plans of far more lib'ral note purfue. 
"** Who will may be a judge— my kindling breaft 
^' Burns for that chair winch Rofcius once pofTefs'd. 
•*' Here give your votes, your int'reft here exert, 
" And let fuccefs for once attend defert." 

With fleek appearance, and with ambling pace. 
And, type of vacant head, with vacant face. 
The Proteus Hill put in his modeft plea,— 
'** Let Favour fpeak for others. Worth for me.** — 
'JPor who, like him, his various powers could call 
Into.fo many fhapes, and fhine in all ? 
Who could fo nobly grace the motley lift, 
Aiior, in/peSiofy doctor ^ botanift ? 

Know* 
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Knows any one fo well— fare no one knovrs,'^ 
At once to play 9 prefcrihe^ c&mpoundy compo/e ? 
Who can*-But Woodward came^—Hill iHpp'd away^ 
Melting, like ghofts> befofc the rifing day. 

* With that . /(9<ii; Cunning* which in fooU fappliesj 
And amply too, the. place of being wife^ 

Which Natare, kind, indulgent parent, gave 
To qualify the blockhead for a knave ; 
With xHssitfmooth Falfliood, whofe appearance charms, 
Andreafon of each wholfome doubt difarms. 
Which to the loweft depths of guile defcends. 
By vileft means purfues the vilell ends. 
Wears friendihip's maik for purpofes of fpite. 
Fawns in the day, and butchers in the night ; 
With that malignant Envy, which turns pale. 
And fickens, even if a friend prevail. 
Which merit and fuccefs purfues with hate. 
And damns the worth it cannot imitate ; 
With the coU Caution of a coward's fpleen. 
Which fears not guilt, but always feeks a fcreen. 
Which keeps this maxim ever in her view— 
Wh^lt's b'a/ely done, Ihould be ^on^ fa/ely too ; 
With that dully rooted, callous Impudence, 
Which, dead to fliame, and cv'ry nicer fenfe, 

• This fcvere charadier was intended for Mr. Fitzpatrick, 
a pitfon who had rendered himfclf remarkable by his adivity 
in (he pUyhoufe riots of 1763, relative to the taking h»lf prices. 
He wa« the Iiero of Garrick*s Fhbbleriad. £. 

B 4 Ne'er 
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Ne'er blufh'd, unlefs, in r[H*eading Vice's fiiare^ 
She blunder'd on fome virtue unatvares ; 
With all thefe Uefiings^ which we feldom find 
Laviih'd by nature on one happy inind> 
A motley figure, of the Fribble tribe. 
Which heart can fcarce conceive, or pen defcribejb 
Came ftmp*r'tng on ; to afcertain whofe fex 
Twelve, fage, imfanell*^ m&ttom would perplex*. 
IS^or mal^ nor female; neither ^ and yet both; 
Of neuter gender, tho' of Irijb growth ; 
A fix-foot fuckling, mincing in its gait ; 
AfFefted, peevi/h, prim, and delicate; 
Fearful it feem'd, tho' of athletic make> 
Lc^ brutal hreezes Ihould too roughly ihake 
Its tender form, vsi^/ofvage motion fpread. 
O'er its pale ckeeka, the horrid manly red. 
Much did it talk, in its own pretty phraie. 
Of genius and of tafte, of play'rs and plays ; 
Much too of writings, which it/elf had wrote* 
Oi fpecial meri^ tho' of little note ; 
For Fate, in a flrange humour, had decreed 
That wha;t it wrote, none but it/elf fhould read ; 
Much too it chatter'd of dramatic laws. 
Misjudging critics, andmifplac'd applaufe» 
Then, with a felf-complacent jutting air, 
It/miPdf it /mirk* d, itnuriggled to the chair \ 
And, with an aukward briiknefs not its own. 
Looking around, and perking on the throne. 
Triumphant feem*d, when that llrange favage daroe, 
iCnown but to few, or only known by name. 

Plain 
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Plain Common Senfe appear'd, by Nature there 
Appointed^ with plain Truth, to guard the chair. 
The pageant faw; and blaAed with her frown. 
To its firft ftate of nothing melted down. 

Nor (hall the Mufe (for even there the pride 
Of this 'vain nothing ihall be mortified) 
Nor ihall the Mufe (ihould Fate ordain her rimett 
Fond, pkaiing thought I to live in after-times) 
With fuch a trifier's name her pages blot ; 
Known be the cbara^r, the thing forgot ; 
Let ity to difappoint each future aim. 
Live nvithout fex, and die *without a name I 

Cdd-blooded critics, by enervate fires 
Scarce hammer'd out, when Nature's feeble fires 
Glimmer'd their lafl ; whofe fluggiih blood, half froze* 
Creeps laboring thro* the veins ; whofe heart ne'er glows 
With fancy -kindled heat ; — a fervile race. 
Who in mere want of fault, all merit place ; 
Who blind obedience pay to ancient fchools. 
Bigots to Greece, and flaves to mufty rules ; 
With folemn confequence declar'd that none 
Could judge that caufe but Sophocles alone. 
Dupes to their fancied excellence, the crowd, 
Obfequious to the facred diftate, bow'd. 

When, from amidft the throng, a youth flood forthf 
Unknown his perfon, not unknown his worth ; 
His look befpoke applaufe ; alone he flood. 
Alone he ftcmm'd the mighty critic flood. 
He talk'd of ancients, as the man became 
Who priz'd our own, but envied not their fame ; 

Witk 
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With noble rev'rcnce fpoke of Greece and Rome, 
And fcom'd to tear the laurel from the tomb. 

''But more than juftto other countries grown, 
'* Muft we turn bafc apollates to our owiv? 
** Where do thefe words of Greece and Rome excel* 
'* That England may not pleafe the car as weUi 
" What mighty magic's in the place or air, 
*' That fall perfedlion needs muft centre there ? ^ 
" In ftates, let ftrangers blindly be preferred; 
" In ftate cf ^letters, merit ihould be heard* 
*' Genius is of no country, her pure ray 
" Spreads ail abroad, as gen'ral as the day; 
'* Foe to reftraint, from place to place fhe flies, 
** And may hereafter e'en in Holland rife. 
" May not (to give a pleafing fancy fcope, 
*' And chear a patriot heart with patriot hope) 
" May notjfomc great extenfive Genius raife 
" The name of Britain 'bove Athenian praife ; 
" And, whilft brave thirfl of fame his boibm warms, 
*' Make England great in letters as in arms ? 
"There may— there hath — and Shakefpeare's mufe 

" afpires 
*' Beyond the reach of Greece : with native fires 
" Mounting aloft, he wings his daring flight, 
*' Whilft Sophocles bellow Hands tremblingat his height. 

*' Why fhould we then abroad for judges roam, 
*' When abler judges we may find at home ? 
*' Happy in tragic and in comic pow'rs, 
•' Have we not 3hakefpeare r—Is not Jonfon ours ? 

■ " For 
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■" For them, your natural judges, Britons, vo'.e ; 

•« They'll judge like Britons, who like Britons wrote." 

He faid, and conquered— Senfe refum'd her fway. 
And difappoipted pedants ftalk'd away. 
Sbakefpeare and Jonfon, with defcrv'd applaufe. 
Joint-judges were ordain'd to try the caufe. 
Mean-itimc the ftranger ev'ry voice xmploy'd. 
To afk or, tell his name— Who is it?— Lloyd. 

Thus, when the aged friends of Job itood mate> 
And, tamely prudent, gave up the difpute* 
Elihu, with the decent warmth of youth. 
Boldly ftood forth the advocate of truth ; 
Confuted falftiood, and difabled pride, 
Whilll: baffled age ftood fnarling at his fide. 

The day of tryal's fix*d, nor any fear 
Left day of tryal (hould be put off here. 
Caufes but feldom for delay can call 
In courts where forms are few, fees none at all. ' 

The morning came,, nor £nd I that theiun. 
As. jie on other great events hath done. 
Put on a brighter robe than what he wore 
To go his journey in the day before. 

Full in the centre of a fpacious plain. 
On plan entirely new, where nothing vain. 
Nothing magnificent appear'd, but Art 
With decent modefty performed her part, 
Rofe a tribunal ; from no other court 
It borrow'd ornament, or fought fupport;: 
No juries here were pack'd to kill or clear, 
J4o bribes were taken, nor oaths broken here ; 

No 
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No gownfmen, partial to a cKent*s caufe^ ^ - ' 

To their own purpofe tiin*d the pliant laws. 
Each judge was true and fteady to his tr\i{t, 
As Mansfield wife, and as old Fofter * juft» 

lit the firft feat, in robe of various dyes, 
A noble wildnefs fiaihing from his eyes. 
Sat Shakeipeare.— In one hand a wand he bore« 
For mighty wonders fam'd in days of yore ; 
The other held a globe, which to his will 
Obedient tnrnM, and own'd the mafter's ikill : 
Things of the nobleft kind his genius drew. 
And look'd thro* Nature at a iingle view : 
A loofe he gave to his unbounded foul. 
And taught new lands to riie, new feas to roll ; 
Caird into being fcenes unknown before. 
And, pafiing Nature's bounds, was fomething more. 

Next Jonfon fat, in ancient learning trained. 
His rigid judgment Fancy's flights rcftrain'd. 
Correctly prun'd each wild luxuriant thought, 
Mark'd out her courfe, nor fpar'd a glorious fault. 
The book of man he read with nicefl art. 
And ranfack'd all the fecrets of the heart ; 
Exerted penetration's utmoft force. 
And trac'd each paffion to its proper fource ; 
Then ftrongly mark'd, in livelieft colours drew« 
And brought each foible forth to public view. 
The coxcomb felt a lafli in cv'ry word. 
And fools, hung out, their brother fools deterr'd. 

* Sir Michael Foster, one of the Jndjies of the King^s Bench. 

His 
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His comic humour kept the world in awej 
And Laughter frighten'd Folly more than Law. 

BvLt, hark !— The trumpet founds> the crowd gives 
way. 
And the proceflion comes in juft array. 

Now ihould I, in fome fweet poetic line» 
Offer up incenfe at Apollo's ihrine ; 
Invoke theMufe to quit her calm abode. 
And waken mem'ry with a fleeping ode. 
For how ihould mortal man^ in mortal verfe. 
Their titles^ merits, or their names rehearfe ? 
But give, kind Dullnefs, memory and rime^ 
We'll put off Genius till another time. 

Firft, Order came, — with folemn ftep, and flow* 
In meafur'd time his feet were taught to go. 
Behind, from time to time, he caft his eye. 
Left This fliould quit his place. That ftep awry. 
Appearances to fave his only care ; 
So things feem right, no matter what they are. 
In him his parents faw themfelves renewed. 
Begotten by Sir Critic on Saint Prude. 

Then came i/rum, trumpety hautboy , Jiddle, flute ; 
t^exl/nuff'ery fweepery jhifiery foldiery mute : 
Legions of angels all in luhite advance ; 
Furies, T^firey come forward in a dance ; 
Pantomime figures then are brought to view. 
Fools hand in hand wit^ fools, go two by two. 
Next came the treafurer of either houfe ; 
One with full purfe, t'other with not a fous. 

Behind, 



d by Google 



'i4 CHURCHILL^s i><^E/MS. 

Behind, a group of figures- awe creite, 
Sep off with all th' impertinence of ftate ; 
By lace and feather confecratc to fame, 
Expleti've kings, and queens without a name. 

Here Havard, all fercne, in thfe fame ftrains. 
Loves, hates, and rages, triumphs, and complains ; 
His eafy vacant face proclaim'd a heart 
Which could not feel emotions, nor impart. 
With him came mighty Davies. On my life. 
That Davies hath a very pretty wife : — 
Sratefman all over ! — ^In plots famous grown !— 
He mouths a fentence, as curs mouth a. bone. 

Next Holland came. — With truly tragic ftalk. 
He* creeps, he flies.— A hero fhould not walk. 
As if with hcav'n he warr*d, his eager eyes 
Planted their batteries againft. the fkies ; 
"" Attitude, adion, air,, paufe, Hart, iigh, groan. 
He borrowM, and made ufe of as his own. 
By fortune thrown on any other ftage,. 
He might,, perhaps ^ have pleas 'd an eafy age ; 
But now appears a copy, and no more. 
Of fomething better we have feen before. 
The a6lor who would build a folid fame, 
Muft imitation's fervile arts difclaim ; 
A^ from himfeif, on his own bottom fland ; 
I hate e*en Garrick thus at fecond-hand. 

Behind came King. — Bred up in modefl lore, 
Baftiful and young he fought Hibernia's fhore ; 
Hibernia, fara'd, 'bove t\^iy other grace. 
For matchlefs intrepidity of face. 

From 
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From her his features caught the gcn'rous flame. 
And bid de/i«nce lo all fenfe of ihame. 
Tutor'd by her all rivals to furpafs, 
'Mongft Drury's fons he comes, and fhines in Brafs. 

Lo Yates !— Without the leaft fineffe of art 
He gets applaufe — I wifh he'd get his part. 
When hot impatience ia in full career. 
How vilely " Hark'e I Hark'e 1" grates the ear ? 
When a£live fancy from the brain is fent. 
And ftands on tip-toe for fome wifh'd event, 
I hate thofe carelefs blunders which recall 
Sufpended fenfe, and prove it fidlion all. 

In charafters of low and vulgar mould. 
Where Nature's coarfeft features we behold. 
Where, deftitute of ev'ry decent grace, 
Unmanner'd jefts are blurted in your face. 
There Yates with juilice llridl attention draws. 
Ads truly from himfelf, and gains applaufe. 
But when to pleafe himfelf or charm his wife. 
He aims at fomething in politer life. 
When, blindly thwarting Nature's flubborn plan. 
He treads the llage, by way of gentleman. 
The clown, who no one touch of breeding knows. 
Looks like Tom Errand drefs'd in Clincher's cloaths^ 
Fond of his drefs, fond of his perfon grown, 
Laugh'd at by all, and to himfelf unknown. 
From fide to fide he ftruts, he fmiles, he prates. 
And feems to wonder what's become of Yates. 

Woodward, endow'd with various tricks of face. 
Great maftcr in the fcience of grimace. 

From 
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From Ireland ventares, ikv!riAe of *tM tomi> 
LurM by the pleaitng profpeft of venowa ; * 
A fpeaking Harlequin^ made vp of wfai»« 
He mills, he twbes, he toitnres crYf ii0ib> 
Plays to the eye with a mere mmikcfy's an. 
And leave? to fenfe the conqueft of the heart. 
We laugh indeed, but on reflection's i»rth. 
We wonder at ourfelves, and curfe osr mirth* 
His walk of parts he fatally mifplac'd. 
And inclination fondly took for talle ; 
Hence hath the town fo often feen difplay'd 
Beau in burlefque, high lifb in mafquerade. 

But when bold wits, not fuch as patch up plays. 
Cold and correft, in thefe infipid days. 
Some comic charafter, ftrong featur'd, urge 
To probability's extremeft verge. 
Where modeft Judgment her decree fufpends. 
And for a time, nor cenfures, nor commends. 
Where critics can't determine on the fpot. 
Whether it is in Nature found or not. 
There Woodward fafely fliall his'pow'rs exert. 
Nor fail of favour where he fhews defert. 
Hence he in Bobadil fuch praifes bore. 
Such worthy praifes, Kitely fcarce had more. 

By turns transform'd into all kind of fhapes, 
Conftant to none, Foote laughs, cries, ftruts and fcrapes : 
Now in the centre, now in van or rear. 
The Proteus ftiifts, Baivd, Par/on, Auaionecr. 
His ftrokes of humour, and his burfts of (port. 
Arc all contained in this one word, Diflort, 

Doth 
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Doth a maA ftstter> look a-fquint^ or halt f 
Mimics draw homoar out of Nature's fault. 
With perfopsl dcfe&s their mirth adom^ 
And hang misfortwies out to public fcom. 
is 'en I, whom Nature call in hideous mould, 
Whom> having madc^, (he trembled, to behold. 
Beneath the load of mimicry may groan. 
And find that Nature*^ errors are my own. 

Shadows behind of Foote and Woodward came; 
Wilkinfon this, Obrien was that name. 
Strange to rdate, but wonderfully true. 
That even ftiadows have their Ihadows too ! ' 
With not a iingle comic pow'r endu*d. 
The firft a mere mere mimic's mimic flood ; 
The lafl by Nature form'd to pleafe, who fliows. 
In Jonfon's Stephen, which way Genius grows ; 
Self quite put oiF, afFedls, with too much art. 
To put on Woodward in each mangled part ; . 
Adopts his ihrug, his wink, his flare; nay, more. 
His voice, and croaks ; for Woodward croak'd before. 
When a dull copier iimple grace neglefti, . 
And refls his imitation in defeds, . 
We readily forgive ; but fuch vile arts 
Are double guilt in -men of real parts. . 

By Nature form'd in her perverfefl mood. 
With no one requifite of art endu'd. 
Next Jackfon came.— Obferve that fettled glare, - 
Which better fpeaks a puppet than a play^ ; . 
Lifl to that voice— did ever Difcord hear / 
Sounds fo well fitted to her untun'd ear ? 
. Vol. LXVI, C When,. 
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When, to enforce fome very teadfr psyt. 
The right-^d fleeps by inftind on the heart> 
His foul, of ev^ry other thought berefjty 
Is anidotts only where to place the left » 
He fobs and pants to foothe his weepiog fppu^ji 
To foothe his weeping mother, turns apd.bpws» 
Attkward, embarrafs'd, itift^ without the iiuU 
Of moving gracefully, or Handing ftiU, 
One leg, as if fufpicious of his brother, 
Defirous Teems to run away from t' other. 

Some errors, handed down from age to age. 
Plead cuftom's force, and ftiU po^efs the ilage. 
That's vile— Should we a parent's faults adore. 
And err, becaufe our fathers err'd before ? 
If, inattentive to the author's mind. 
Some aftors made the jeft they could not find. 
If by low tricks they marr'd fair Nature's mien, 
And blurr*d the graces of the fimple fcene, 
5hall we, if reafon rightly is employ'd. 
Not fee their faults, or feeing not avoid ? 
When FalftafF ftands deteded in a lye. 
Why, without meaning, rolls Love's glaify eye f 
Why ?— There's no caufe— at leafl no caufe we know- 
It was the falhion twenty years ago. 
Fafhion, a yvord which knaves and fools may ufe 
Their knavery and folly to excufe. 
To copy beauties, forfeits all pretence 
To fame— to copy faults, is Want of fenfc. 

Yet (tho' in fome particulars he fails, 
JSome few particulars, where Mode prevails) 

If 



Digitized by Google 



THE Has Cr A D. If 

If in thefe hallowed times, wKcn fober, fad. 

All* Gendemen are xAelancholy mad. 

When 'tis not deeift'd fo great a crime by halt 

To violate a veftal, as to laugh. 

Rude niirth may hope prefumptuous to engage 

An Aft^f Toleration for the ftage. 

And courtiert will, like reafbnable creatures, . 

Sufpend* vakl fafhion, and unfcrew their features,, 

Old FalilafF, pky'd by Love, fhall pleafis once more> 

And humour fef the audience in a roar^ 

Adors I've feen, and of no vulgar name. 
Who, being from, one part poffefs'd of fame. 
Whether they are td laugh, cry, whine, or bawl> 
Still. introduce that fav'rite part in all.. 
Here,, Love, be cautious— ne'er be thou betray 'd 
To call in that wag FalftaiF's dang'rous aid ; 
Like Goths of old, howe'er he (etms a friend. 
He'll feize that throne, you wifti him to defend* . 
In a peculiar mould by Humour caft. 
For FalftaflF fram'd— Himfclf, the firft and lall,^- 
He ftands aloof from all— maintains his ftate. 
And fcoms,. like Scef/ken, to aifimilate. ■ 
Vain all difguifir— too plain we fee the trick,, 
Tho' the Knight wears the weeds of Dominic, > 
And Boniface, difgrac'd, betrays the fmack. 
In Anno Domini, of FalftaiF's fack;. [flow. 

Arms crofs'd, brows bent, eyes fix'd, feet njarching^^ 
A band of malecontents with fpleen o'erflowj. 

C z "WrUfU 
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Wrapt in conceit's impenetrable fog. 
Which pride, like Phoebus, draws from ev^ry bog. 
They curfe the Managers, and curfe the Town, 
Whofe partial favour keeps fuch merit down. 

But if fome man, more hardy than the reft. 
Should dare attack thefe gnatlings in their neii ; 
At once they rife with impotence of rage. 
Whet their fmall ftings, and buzz about the ftagc. 
«■ *Tis breach of privilege I — Shall any dare 
** To arm fatyric truth againft a player ? 
•* Prefcriptive rights we plead time out of mind ; 
** Adors, unlaih'd themfelves, may lafli mankind." 

What ! fhall opinion then, of Nature fite 
And liberal as the vagrant air, agree 
To ruft in chains like thele, impos'd by things 
Which, lefs than nothing, ape the pride of kings ? 
No— though half-poets with half-players join 
To curfe the freedom of each honeft line ; 
Though rage and malice dim their faded cheek ; 
What the Mufe freely thinks, (he'll freely fpeak. 
With juft difdain of ev'ry paltry fneer. 
Stranger alike to flattery and fear. 
In purpofe fixM, and to herfelf a rule. 
Public contempt ihall wait the public fool. 

Auftin would always gliften in French filks, 
Ackman would Norris be, and Packer Wilks. 
For who, lit? Ackman, can with humour pleafe ? 
Whp can, like Packer, charm with fprightly eafe ? 
Higher than all the reft, fee Branft)y ftrut : 
A mighty Gulliver in Lilliput ! 

Ludicrous 
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Ludicrous Nature ! which at once could (hew 
A man fo very high, fo very low; 

If I forget thee, Blakes, or if I fay 
Aught hurtful, may I never fee thee play. 
Let critics, with a fupercilious air. 
Decry thy various merit, and declare 
Frenchman is ftill at top ;— but fcorn that rage 
Which, in atucking thee, attacks the age. 
French 'folKes, univerfally embrac'd. 
At once provoke our mirth, and form our tafte. 

Long, from a nation ever hardly us'd. 
At random cenfur'd, wantonly abus'd. 
Have Britons drawii their (port, with partial view 
FormM gen'ral notions from the rafcal few ; 
Condemned a people, as for vices known. 
Which, from their country banilR'd, feek our own. 
At length, howe'er, the flavifh chain is broke. 
And Senfe awakenM, fcorns her ancient yoke : 
Taught by thee. Moody, we new learn to raife 
Mirth from their foibles ; from their virtues, praife. 

Next came the legion, which our Summer Bayes, 
From alleys, here and there*, contriv'd to raife, 
Fluih'd with vail hopes, and certain to fucceed 
With Wits who cannot write, and fcarce can read. 
Vet'rans no more fupport the rotten caufe. 
No more from Elliot's worth they reap applaufe ; 
Each on himfelf determines to rely. 
Be Y ates dilbanded, and let Elliot fly. 
Never did play *rs fo well an author fit. 
To Nature dead, and foes declar'd to Wit. 

C 3 S« 
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So loud e^oli tongue* focmpty^ wa^acbluad* 
So much they talk'd, fo very littl^aid, 
Sowond^rous d>uU»'aiid yet fo wond'^ous v&im 
At once fb willing, and unfit to reign> 
That Reason Avore, nor would the oath recall* 
Their mighty mafler'sTQul inform'd them all. 

As one with- various disappointments iad, 
'^hom Dullncfs only kept from being nUd, 
Apart from all t&e reft great Murphy came-^ 
Common to fpoU and wits, -the rage -of fame. 
What tho* the fons of Nonfenfe hail jiim S i r i. 
Auditor, Author, Manager, and Squire, 
His reftlefs foul's ambition ftops not there, 
CTo make his triumphs pcrfeft, diib him Player. 

In perfon tall, a figure fbrm'd to pleafe. 
If fyn^jnetry could charm, deprivM'Of eafe ; 
When motionlefs he ftands, we all approve ; 
What pity 'tis the TJbhg w&s made to move. 

His voice, in one dull, deep, unvaried found. 
Seems to break forth from caverns under ground. 
JFrom hollow cheft the low fepulchral note 
XJnwiliing heaves, and llrugghs in his throat. 

Could authors butch^r'd give an adlor grace, 
AH muft to him refign tho foremoft place. 
When he attempts, in feme one fav'rite part. 
To ape the feelings of a manly heart. 
His honeft features the difguife defy. 
And his face loudly gives his tongue the lye- 
Still in extremes, he knows no happy meanj 
iOr raving mad, or ilupidly fercne. 
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In cold-^vrou^Ktfipnes the lifeleTs aftor flagi. 
In paffion, tears me paflion into rags. 
Can none remember?— Yes-rl know all muft— 
When in the Mooi* he ground his teeth to duft. 
When o'er the ftage he Folly's ftandard bore, 
Whilft Coimnon-Senfe (bod trembling at the door* 

How few are found with real talents blefs'd, ^ 

Fewer with Nature's gifts contented reft, 
Man from his fphere eccentric ftarts aftray $ 
All hunt for fame; but moft miftake the way. 
Bred at St. Oxher's to the fhufflbg trade, 
The hopeful youth a Jefuit might have made. 
With various readings ftor'd his empty fkull, 
Leam'd without fenfe, and venerably dull ; 
Or, at fome banker's deflc, like many more. 
Content to tell that two and two make four. 
His name had ftood in City Annals fair. 
And prudent Dullnefs mark'd him for a Mayor. 

What then could tempt thee, in a critic age. 
Such blooming hopes to forfeit on a ftage ? 
Could it be worth thy wond'rous wafte of pains 
To publifh to the world thy lack of brains ? - 

Or mighUkot reafon e'en to thee have fhewn 
Thy greateft praife had been to live unknown ? 
Yet let not vanity, like thine, defpair : 
Fortune makes Folly her peculiar care. 

A vacant throne high plac'd in Smithfield view. 
To f'.cred Dullnefs and Yioxfirji-horn due. 
Thither with hafte in happy hour repair. 
Thy birth-right claim, nor fear a rival there. 

C 4 Shuter 
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Shuter himfelf (hall own thy jufter claim. 
And, venal Ledgers pufF their Murffcy's name, 
Whilft Vaughan * or Dapper, call him which you will, 
-Shall blow the trumpet, and give out the bill. 

There rule fecure from critics and from fenfe. 
Nor once (hall Genius rife to give offence ; 
Eternal peace fhall blefs the happy fhore. 
And Little Fadlions break thy reft no more. 

From Covcat-Garden crowds promifcuous go. 
Whom the Mufe knows not, nor defires to know. 
Vet'ran^ they feem'd, but knew of arms no more 
Than if, till that time, arms they never bore : 
Like Weftminfter militia trained to fight. 
They fcarcely knew the left hand from the right. 
Aftiam'd among. fuch troops to fliew the head, 
Th'wir chiefs were fcaiter'd, and their heroes fled. 

Sparks at his glafs. fat comfortably down 
To fep'rate frown from fmile, and fmile from frown ; 
Smith, the genteel, the airy, and the fmart. 
Smith was juKl gone to fchool to fay his part ; 
Rofs (a misfortune which we often meet) 
Was. fall afleep at dear Stalira's feet.; 
Statira, with her hero to agree, ^ 

Stood on her. feet as, fail afleep as he-^; 
Macklin, who largdy deals in half-forni'U founds. 
Who wantonly tranfgre/Tes Nature's bounds, 
Whofe ading's hard, afreded, and conftrain'd, 
WJhtofe features, as each other they difdain'd, 

* A gcnileman ilill living, who publifticd, at this j unsure, a 
Poun cntiricd, *' Tlie Retort/* E. 

At 
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At variance fet, iaBexlble and coarfe, 

Ne'er know the wrings of -united force. 

Ne'er 'kindly foften^'to each other's aid. 

Nor (hew the mingled powers oi light and fliade. 

No longer for a thanklefs ftage concerned. 

To worthier thoughts his mighty genius turn'd, 

Harangu'd, gave ledures, made each fimple elf 

Almofl as good a fpeaker as himfelf ;• 

Whilfl the whole Town, mad with miftaken zeal. 

An aukward rage for Elocution feel ; 

Dull Cits and grave Divines his praife proclaim. 

And join with Sheridan's their Macklin's name 4 

Shuter, who never car'd a fingle pin 

Whether he left out nonfenfe, pr put in. 

Who aim'd at wit, tho' levell'd in the dark. 

The random arrow feldom hit the mark. 

At lilington, all by the placid ftream 

Where City f.vains in lap of duUnefs dream* 

Where, quiet as her llrains their drains ^0 flow,* 

That all the patron by the bards may know. 

Secret as night, with Rolt's experienc'd aidj 

The plan of future oper .tions laid, 

Projeftsd fchemes the iiimmer months to chear. 

And fpin out happy Folly through the year. 

Uat think not, though thefe daftard-chiefs are fled. 
That Covent-Garden troors fiiall want a head : 
Harlequin comes their chief I —See from afar, 
Tne hsro feated in fantaftic car ! 
Wedded to No'velty, his only arms 
Are wooden fvvords, wands, talifmans, and charms ; 

on 
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On one fide Folly fits, by Some cali'd Fun, 
And on the other, his arch-patron, Lun. 
Behind, for liberty a-thirft in vaih, 
Senfe, helplefs captive, drags the galling chain. 
Six rude mif-fhapen beails the chariot draw. 
Whom Reafon loaths, and Nature never faw ; 
Monfters, with tails of ice, and heads of fire*; 
Gorgons, and Hydras, and Chimaeras dire. 
Each was beftrode by full as monftrous wight. 
Giant, Dwarf, Genius, Elf, Hermaphrodite. 
The Town, as ufual, met him in full cry ; 
The Town, as ufual, knew no reafon why. 
But Fafhion fo direfts, and modems raife 
On Fafhion's mould'i'ing bafe their tranfient praife. 

Next, to the field a band of females draw 
Their force ; for Britain owns no Salique law : 
Jull to their worth, we female rights admit. 
Nor bar their claim to empire or to wit. 

Firft, giggling, plotting chamber-maids arrive. 
Hoydens and romps, led on by Gen'ral Clive. 
In fpite of outward blemifhes, fhe fhone 
For humour fam'd, and humour all her own. 
Eafy, as if at home, the ftage fhe trod. 
Nor fought the critic's praife, nor fear'd his rod. 
Original in fpirit and in eafe. 
She pleas'd by hiding all attempts to pleafe. 
No comic aftrefs ever yet could raife. 
On Humour's bafe, more merit or more praife. 

With all the native vigour of fixteen. 
Among the merry troop confpieuous feen. 

See 



d by Google 



THE ROSCIAD. tj 

Bee lively Pope adrance myi/ and trip, 
^Corinna, Cherry, Honeycomb, and Snip. 
Not without Alt, but yet to Nature true. 
She charins the Town with humour jaft, yet n6w. 
Chear'd by her promife, we the lefs deplore 
The fatal time when Clive fliall be no more. 

Lo ! Vincent comes— with fimple grace array'd* 
She laughs at paltry arts, and fcoms parade. 
Nature through her is by refleftion ftiewn, 
Whilft Gay once more knows Polly for his own. 

Talk not to me of diffidence and fear— 
I fee it all, biit muft forgive it here. 
Defeds like thefe which modtfi terrors caufe. 
From impudence itfelf extort applaufe. 
Candour and Reafon ftill take Virtue's part ; 
We love e'en foibles in fo good an heart. 

T/Ct Tommy Arne, with uliial pomp of ftile, 
Whofe chief, whofe only merit's to compile, 
AVho, meanly pilfering here and there a bit. 
Deals muiic out as Murphy deals out wit, 
Puhlifh propofals, laws for tafte prefcribe. 
And chaunt the praife of an Italian tribe ; 
Let him rcverfe kind Nature's iirft decrees. 
And teach e'en Brent a method not to pleafe ; 
But never fhall a truly Britiih age 
Bear a vile race of eunuchs on the ftage. 
The beaded work's call'd National in vain. 
If one Italian voice pollutes the ftrain. 
Where tyrants rule, and flaves with joy obey. 
Let flaviili minHrels pour th' enervate lay ; 

To 
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To Britons far more noble pleafures fj»ing. 
In native notes whilft Beard and Vkicent fing. 

Might figure give a title unto fame. 
What rival fliould with Yates diipute her claim ? 
But jtiftice may not partial trophies raife. 
Nor fmk the Aftrefs in the Woman's praife. 
Still hand in hand her words and actions go. 
And the heart feels more than the features ftiew z 
For, through the regions of that beauteous face. 
We no -variety of pafiions trace ; 
Dead to the foft emotions of the heart. 
No kindred fbftnefs can thofe eyes impart ; 
The brow, ftill fix'd in forrow's fullen frame. 
Void of diftin6Uon, marks all parts the fame* 

What'fi a fine pcrfon, or a beauteous face, 
Unlefs deportment gives tliem decent grace f 
Blefs'd.with all other requiiites to pleafe. 
Some want the ftriking elegance of eafe ; 
The curious eye their auk ward movement tires ; 
They feem like puppets led about by wires ► 
Others, like llatues, in one pollute Hill, 
Give great ideas of the workman*s fkill ; 
WondVing, his art we praife the more we vie%v. 
And oijly grieve he gave not motion too. 
Weak of themfelvcs are what we beauiles call. 
It is the manner which gives ftrength to all. 
This teaches evVy beauty to unite. 
And brings them forward in the nobleft light. 
Happy in this, behold, amidft tlie throng. 
With traniient gleam of grace. Hart fwecps along. 

If 
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If all the wonders of external grace, 
A peribn finely turn'd, a mould of face. 
Where, union rare, expreffion's lively force 
With beauty's foftcfl magic holds difcourfe, 
Attra^l the eye ; if feelings, void of art, 
Rouze the quick paiHons, and enfiame the heart; 
If muiic, fweetly breathing from the tongue. 
Captives the ear. Bride mufl not pafs unfung.> 

When fear, which rank ill-nature terms conceit. 
By time and cuilom conquered, fhall retreat ; 
When judgment tutor'd by experience fage. 
Shall ihoot abroad, and gather ftrength from age ; 
When heav'n in mercy fhall the ftage releafe 
From the dull flumbers of a ftill-life piece ; 
When feme Hale flow'r, difgraceful to the walk. 
Which long hath hung, tho' withered on the ftalk. 
Shall kindly drop, then Bride fhall make her way. 
And merit find a paffage to the day ; 
Brought into adtion, fhe at once fhall raife 
Her own renown, and juflify our praife. 

Form'd for the tragic fcene, to grace the flage. 
With rival excellence of love and rage, 
Miflrcfs of each foft art, with matchlefs fkill 
To turn and wind the paffions as fhe will ; 
To melt the heart with fympathetic woe. 
Awake the figh, and teach the tear to flow ; 
To put on frenzy's wild diftradled glare. 
And freeze the foul with horror and defpair ; 
With jufl defert enroll'd in endlefs fame, 
Confcious of worth fuperior, Cibber came. 

When 
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When poor Alada^a piiM^tang hnixts are nck*djr 
And flrongly isoag'd grie£i htr mnAr ^ffttstCt ; 
Struck with her grief> I ca«ch the madnefs to« ! 
My brain turns round, the headkfa trunk I view \ 
The roof cracks, fhakes and falls ! — ^New honror» ri/e» 
And reafon buried in the ruin lies. 

Nobly difdainful of each flavifh art> 
She makes her £rfl attack upon the heart r 
Plea&'d with the fummons, it receives her^ lawsr 
And all is iilence,. fympathy, applauie. 

But when, by fond ambition drawn, aiidc, 
Gid^ with praife> and pufF'd with female pride» 
She quits the tragic fcene, and> in pretence . 
To comic merit, breaks down Nature's fence ; 
I fcarccly can believe my ears or. eyes. 
Or find out Gibber through th& dark difguife« 

Pr\tchard, by nature for the. ihge deiign.'d>. 
In peribn graceful, and in fcnfc reiin'd ; 
Her art as much as Nature's fnisnd became. 
Her voice as free from blemifh as her fam^ 
Whoi, knows fp well in majeily to pleafe, 
Attemper'd with the graceful charms of eafe ? 

When Cpngreve's favour'd pantomime to grace,. 
She comes a captive queen of Moorifh race ; 
When love, hate, jealoufy, defpair and rage. 
With wildell tumults in her breail engage ; 
Still equal to herfelf is Zara feen ; 
Her paffions are the pafiions of a Queen. 

When fhe to murther whets the timorous Thane, 
I feel ambition rufh thfrough ev'ry veii^.;. 

Per- 
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]*erfuafion hangs upon her ds^iag^ tqngue. 

My he^t grows flint, arid ev'ry nerve's new firungr 

In Comedy—" Nay, there," cries Critic, *' hold, 
" Pritchaxd's for Comedy too fat and old. 
" Who can, with patience, bear the gray coquette^ 
•* Or force a laugh with over-grown Julett ? 
" Heripeech, look, adiion, humour, aUarejuftj 
*' But then, her age and figure give difguft,** 

Are foibles then, and graces of the mind. 
In real U&, to fize or age confin'd ? 
Do fpirits flow, and is good-breeding plac'd. 
In any fet circumference of waift ? 
As we grow old, doth afFeftation ceafe. 
Or gives not age new vigour to caprice ? 
If in originals thefe things appear. 
Why fliould we bar them in the copy here ? 
The nice pundilio-mongers of this age. 
The grand minute reformers of the ftage. 
Slaves to propriety of ev'ry kind. 
Some Handard-meafure for each part fliould find. 
Which when the beft of adprs fliall exceed. 
Let it devolve to one of fmaller breed. 
All adlors too upon the back fliould bear 
Certificate of birth ;— time, when ;— place, wherev 
For how can critics rightly fix their worth, 
Unlefs they know the minute of their birth ? 
An audience too, deceived, may find too late 
That they have clapp'd. an adtor out of date. 

Figure, I own, at firft may give offence. 
And harflily flirike the eye's top^corious fenfe : • 

But 
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But when perfections of die mind break fbrth; 

Humour's chaftc Mttes, judgment's fblid Worth; 

When the pure genuine flame, by Nature taugKt,* 

Springs into fcnfe, and ev'ry aftion's thdught ; ' *" 

Before fuch merit all objeftibns fly ; 

Pritchard's genteel, and Garrick's fix feet high. 
Ofl have I, Pritchatd, fecn th/ ^ond'rous ftiill,' * 

Confefs'd thee great, but find thee greater ftill. 

That worth, wWch ftionc in fcatter'd rays before, 

Colledted now,, breaks forth with double 'pow*r* 

The Jealous Wife ! on that thy trophies raife. 

Inferior only to the author's praife. 

From Dublin, fam'd in legends of romance 

For mighty magic of enchanted lance. 

With which her heroes arm'd viftorious prove^ 
And like a flood rufli o'er the land of love, 

MofTop and Barry came— names ne*er defign'd 

By fate in the fame fentence to be join'd. 

Rais'd by the breath of popular acclaim. 

They mounted to the pinnacle of fame ; 

There the weak brain, made giddy with the height^ 

Spurr'd on the rival chiefs to mortal fight. 

Thus fportive boys, around fome bafon's brim. 

Behold the pipe-drawn bladders circling fwim : 

But if from lungs more potent, there arife 

Two bubbles of a more than common fize. 

Eager for honour they for fight prepare. 

Bubble meets bubble, and both fmk to air. 

Moflop, attached to military plan, 
Still kept his eye fix'd on Us right*hand man. 

Whim 
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Whilft the mout)^ mcsirares words wkH feeming ikill^ 

The right hand kbottrt* and the left Hes ftiU ; 

For he rM:v*d on icriptare^groonds to go. 

What the right doth, the left-hand ftull not know. 

Wkh ftadied imjproprieiy of fpeecfa. 

He foara beyond the hackney critic's reach ; 

To epithets aibts emphatic ftate, 

Whilil principals, asgrac'd, like lacquies wait ; 

In ways firft trodden by htrafelf excels* 

And ftands alone in iadedinables ; 

Conjunflion, Prepofition, Adverb join 

To ftamp new vigotvon the nervous line : 

In monofyllables his thunders roll, 

H£, SHE, IT, AND, WE, YE, THiy, fright tllC fottl. 

In perfon taller than the common fize. 
Behold where Barry draws admiring eyes ! 
When lab'ring paflions, in hi* boibm pent, 
Convaiiive rage, and ftraggling heave for vent ; 
Speftators, with imagined terrors ivarm. 
Anxious e3q}c£t the bur^ng of the dorm : 
But, att unfit in fuch a pile to dwell. 
His voice comes forth, like Echo from her cell ; 
To fwell the tempeft needful aid denies," 
And all aTdown the . ftage in feeble murmurs dies. 
What man, like Barry, with fuch pains, can err 
In elocution, a£tion, chara&r ? 
What man could give, if Barry was not here, . 
Such well-applauded tendernefs to Lear ? . 
Who elfe can fpeak fo very, very fine. 
That fenfe may kindly end with ev Vy line ? 
• Voi.. LXVl. D Some 
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Some dozen lines before the ghoft h there. 
Behold him for the fdlenun fcene prepai^e. 
See how he frames his e^es^ poifes each Hml^ ' 
Puts the whole body into pn^r trim.-*^. 
From whence we learn, with no great flretch of art^ 
Five lines hence comes a ghofl> and» ha I a ihut* 

When he appears moil perfe&» ftill we find 
Something which jars upon, and hurts the mind. 
Whatever lights upon a part are thrown^ 
We fee too plainly they are not his own. 
No flame from Nature ever yet he caught; 
Nor knew a feeling which he was not caught ; 
He rais'd his trophies on the bafe of art. 
And conn'd his pailions, as he conn'd his pare. 

Quin^ from afar, lur'd by the fcent of fame;, 
A ftage Leviathan, put in his claim. 
Pupil of Betterton and Booth. Alone, 
Sullen he walkM, and deem'd the chair his owq. 
For how fhould moderns, mufhrooms of the day. 
Who ne'er thofe mailers knew, know how ta pky ? 
Grey-bearded vet'rans, who, with partial tongue. 
Extol the times when they themfelves were young ; 
Who having loft all reiilh for the ftage. 
See not their own defe£b, but lafh the age, 
Reoeiv'd with joyful murmurs of applaufe, 
'Their darling cnief, and lin'd his favVite caufc, 

Piar be it from the candid Mufe to tread 
Infultihg o'er the afties of the dead. 
Bat, juft to living merit, ihe maintains. 
And dares the tell, whiiil Garrick's genius reigns ; 

Ancients 
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Ancients in vain endeavour to excel,, 
Happily prais*4> if they could ,^ as wel!.' 
But thougb-^refcri^tion's force we di^atiow^. 
Nor to antiquity fnbmiffiye' bow ; . 
Though we deny imaginary grace,, ' 

Founded on acddente of time and place ; . 
Yet real worth of cfV'ry growth ihall bear . - ' 
Due praifci nor muil.we, Q^vx, forget thee there-. 

His words bore fterling waight, nervous and ftrong 
In manly tides of fenfe they rolled along. , 
Happy m art>.he chiefly had pretence 
To keep up numbers, yet not forfeit fenfe. / 

No ador ever greater heights could reach 
In all the labour'd artifice of fpeech. 

Speech ! Is that all ?— And (hall an aftor fouhdl 
An univerfal fame on partial ground? 
Parrots themfelves fpeak properly by rote. 
And,. in fix months, my dog ftiall howl by note. 
I laugh at thofe, who, when the ftage they tread,. 
Negleft^ the heart, to compliment the head^ 
With ftrid -propriety their care's confin'd 
To weigh out words, while paffion halts behind. 
To fyllable-diflcftors they appeal, . . 
Allow them accent, cadence, — fools may feci; 
But, fpite of all the criticifmg elves, 
Thofe who would make us feci, muft feel thcmfelveSi. 

His eyes, in gloomy fockct taught ta roll. 
Proclaimed the fuUen habit of his foul. 
Heavy and phlegmatic he trod the ftage, . 
Too proud for tendernefs, tcoxiuil for rage.. 

D 2. When 
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When Hedlor's lovely widow ihines in tears. 
Or Rowe's gay rake dependant virtue jeers. 
With the fahie caft of features he is fecn 
To chide the hbertine, and court the queen. 
From the tame fcene, which without pafllon flows. 
With juft defcrt his reputation rofe ; 
Nor lefs he pleasM, when, on fome furly plan. 
He was, at once, the a6lor and the man. 

In Brute he ihone unequall'd : all agree 
Garrick's not half (o great a brute as he. 
When Cato's labourM fcenes are brought to view. 
With equal praife the adlor labour*d too ; 
For Mil you'll find, trace paffions to their i^t. 
Small difference 'twixt the Stoic and the brute. . 
In fancied fcenes, as in life's real plan. 
He could not, for a moment, link the man. 
In whatever caft his character was laid. 
Self flill, like oil, upon the furface play'd. 
Nature, in fpite of all his (kill, crept in : 
Horatio, Dorax, FalftafF, — ftill 'twas Quin. 

Next follows Sheridan— a doubtful name. 
As yet unfettled in the rank of fame. 
This, fondly lavilh in his praifes grown. 
Gives him all merit : That allows him none. 
Between them both we'll fteer the middle courfe. 
Nor, loving praife, rob Judgment of her force. 

Juft his. conceptions, natural and great : 
His feelings ftrong, his words enforced with weight i 
Was fpeech-fam'd Quin himi'clf to hear him fpjcak. 
Envy v/ould drive the cdour from hi© cheek : 
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But ftep-damc Nature, niggard of her grtice^ 
Deny'd the fecial pow'rs of voice and face. 
Fix'd in one frame of features, glare of eye, 
Paflions, like chaos, in confufion lie ; 
In vain the wonders of his (kill are try'd 
To form diftinftions Nature hath deny'd. 
His voice no touch of harmony admits. 
Irregularly deep and fhriU by fits : ' 

The two extremes appear like man and wife. 
Coupled together for the fake of llrife. * 

His a&ion's always ftrong, but fometimes fuch. 
That candour mufl declare he aifts too much. 
Why muft impatience fall three paces back ? ^ 

Why paces three return to the attack ? 
Why is the right-leg too forbid to fHr, 
Unlcfs in motion femicircular ? 
Why muft the hero with the Nailor vie. 
And hurl the clofe-clench'd M at nofe or eye ? 
in royal John, with Philip angry grown, 
.1 thought he would have knock 'd poor Davies dowfe. 
htliaman tyrant ! was it not a Ihame, 
To fright a king To harmlefs and fo tame ? 
But, fpite of all defefts, his glwies rife; 
And Art, by Judgment form 'd, with Nature vies : 
Behold him found. the depth of Hubert's foul, 
Wliilftin his .own contending paffions roll ; 
View the whole fcene, w^th critic judgment fcan. 
And then deny him merit if you can. 
Where he falls Ihort, 'tis Nature's fault alone ; 
Where he fuccceds, the merit's all hie own. 

D 3 Laft 
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Lafl Garrick came. — Behind him throng a train 
Of fnarling critics, ignorant as vain. 

One finds out, — ** He*s of ftature fomewhat low, — 
" Your Hero always ftiould be tall, you know.-*- 
'* True nat'ral greatnefs all confifts in height." 
Produce your voucher. Critic. — " Sergeant Kite." 

Another can't forgive the paltry arts 
By which he makes hb way to (hallow hearts ; 
Mere pieces of finefle, traps for applaufe — 
" Avaunt, unnatural ftart, affedJed paufe." 

For me, by Nature formed to judge with phlegm> 
I can't acquit by whole {ale, nor condemn. 
The bell things carried to excefs are wrong : 
The ftart may be too frequent, paufe too long.; 
But, only us'd in proper time and pkce, 
Severeft judgment muft allow them grace. 

If bunglers, form'd on imitation's plan, 
Juft in the way that monkies onimic man. 
Their copied-fcene with mangled arts difgrace. 
And paufe and ftart with the fame vacant face ; 
We join the. critic laugh ; th(^e tricks we fcom. 
Which fpoil the fcenes they mean them to adorn. 
But when, from Nature's pure and genuine fource, 
Thefe ftrokes of ading flow with. gen'j-ous force. 
When in the features all the /oul's pourtray'd. 
And pafiions, fuch as Garfick'si, are difplay'd. 
To me they feem from quickeft. feelings caught : 
Each ftart is Nature ; and each paufe is Thoughts 

When >reafbn yields to pafiion's wild alarms. 
And the whole ftate of man is up in arms ; 

What 



d by Google 



THE R O S C I A D. 39 

What but a Critic could condemn the Play'r, 
For paufing here, when Cool Senfe paufes there ? 
Whilft, working from the heart, the fire I trace. 
And mark it ftrongly flaming to. the face ; 
Whilft, in each found, I hear the very man ; 
I can't catch words, and pity thofe who can. 

Let wits, like fpiders, from the tortur'd brain 
Fine-draw the critic -web with curious pain ; 
The gods,- a kindnefs I with thanks muft pay, — 
Have form'd me of a coarfer kind of clay ; 
Nor ftung with envy, nor with fpleen difeas'd, 
A poor dull creature, flill with Nature pleas'd ; 
Hence to thy praifes, Garrick, I agree. 
And, pleas'd with Nature, muft be pleas'd with thee. 

Now might I tell, how filence reign'd throughout. 
And deep attention hufh'd the rabble rout : 
How ev'ry claimant, tortur'd with defire. 
Was pale as afhes, or as red as fire : 
But, loofe to fame, the Mufe more fimply a6ls« 
Rejeds all flouriih, and relates mere fa6ls. 

The judges, as the feveral parties came. 
With temper heard, withjudgment weigh'd each claim. 
And, in their fentence happily agreed. 
In name of both. Great Shakefpeare thus decreed. 

" If manly fenfe ; if Nature link'd with Art ; 
"If thorough knowledge of the human heart; 
" If pow'rs of a£ling vaft and unconfin'd ; 
"If fewcft faults with greateft beauties join'd ; 

D 4 "If 
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" If ftrong exprcffion, and ftrange pow'rs which lie 

«• Within the magic circle of the eye ; 

•' If feelings. which few hearts, like his, can know, 

" And which no face fo well as his can fhcw ; 

" Deferve the preference ;— Garrick, take the chair ; 

^' Nor quit it— till thou place, an equal there.*' 
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A T O L O G T. 

ADDRESSED TO THE 

C R I.T,I C A L R<E V IE WE R S- 

LA U G H S not the AJbeart, when gknts, big wilk 
pride^ 
A£ame the pompous poit> the- martial ^ide ; 
O'er arm Herculean iieave th* enormous fhiekl, 
Vaft as a weaver's beam the javelin wield ; 
With the loud voice of thund'ring Jove defy. 
And dare to iingle combat —What ?— A fly. 

And laugh we leis, when giant name«, which fiiinc 
F.ilabliih'd, as it were, by right lii'vine ; 
Critics, whom ev'ry captive Art adores. 
To whom glad Science pours forth all her ftores j 
Who high in lettered reputation lit. 
And hold, Aflra:a-like, \hi icalesof wit; 
V/ith partial rage rulh forth,— Oh ! Ihame to tell ! 
To crufh a bard juft burfting from the (hell ? 

Great are his perils in this ilormy time 
Who raftily ventures on a fea of rime. 
Around vaft furges roll, winds envious blow. 
And jealous rocks and quickfands lurk below : 

Greatly- 
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Greatly his foes he dreads, but more his frieiKls{ 
He hurts me moft who laviihly commends. 

Look thro' the world^in cv'xy other trade 
The fame employment's caufe of kindnefs-made^, 
At leaft appearance of good- will creates, 
Andev'ry fool puffs oiF the^fool he hates* 
Coblers with coblers fmoke away the night> 
And in the common caufe e^en play'rs unite. 
Authors alone, with more than favage rage, 
UrtnatVal War with brother-authors wage. 
The pride of nature would as foon admit 
Competitors in empire as in wit : 
Onward they rufh at Fame's imperious call. 
And, lefs than greateft, would not be at all. 

Smit.with the love of honour,-r-or the pence, 
O'er-run with wit, and defUtute of fenfe. 
Should any novice in the riming trade 
With lawlefs pen the realms of verfe invade^ 
Forth from the court, where fceptred fages fit, 
Abus'd with praife, and flatter'd into wit ; 
Where in lethargic majeily they reign. 
And what they won by duUnefs, flill maintain ; 
Legions of fadious authors throng at once ; 
Fool beckons fool, and dunce awakens dance. 
I'o-Hamilton's * the ready lies repair ; — 
Ne'er was. lye made which was not welcome there— 
Thence, on maturer judgment's anvil wrought. 
The poliih'd falihood's into public brought. , 

♦ Printer of ih« Critical Revievr. 

Quick- 
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Qttick-circulating (landers mirth afford. 
And reputation bleeds in ev'ry word. 

A Critic was of old a glorious name, 
Whofe fandtion handed Merit up to Fame ; 
Beauties as well as faults he brought to view : 
His judgment great, and great his candour too. 
No lervile rules drew fickly Tafte afide ; 
Secure he walk'd, for Nature was his guide. 
But now. Oh ftrange reverfe ! our Critics bawl 
In prarfe of candour ivith a heart of gall. 
Confcious of guilt, and fearful of the light. 
They lurk enfhrouded in the veil of night ; 
Safe from detection, fehe th* unwary prey. 
And (lab, like bravoes, all who -come that way. 

Whenfirft my Mufe, perhaps more^bold than wifa» 
Bad the rude trifle into light arife. 
Little (he thought fuch tempefts would enfue ; 
Lefs, that thofe tempefts would be rais'd by you. 
The thunder's fury rends the tow'ring-oak ; 
Rofciads, like (hrubs, might ?fcape the fatal (Iroke. 
Vain" thought ! a Critic's fury knows no bound ; 
Drawcan(ir-like, he deals deilru^lion -round ; 
Nor can we hope he will a ftrange r fpare, 
<Who gives no quarter to his friend Voltaire. 

Unha ipy Genius! plac'd by partial fate 
With a free fpirit in a (lavifh ftate ; 
Where -the reludant Mufe^ opprefs'd by kings. 
Or droops in (ilence, or in fetters fmgs ; 
In vain thy dauntlefs fortitude hath borne 
The bigot's furious zeal, and tyrant's fcom. 

Why 
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Why didft thou fafe from home-bred dangicrs fieer« 

Referv'd to perilh more ignobly here ? 

Thus, when the Julian tyrant's pride to fivell 

Rome with her Pompey at Pharfalia fell. 

The vanquilh'd chief efcap'dfrom Gaifar's hanfl 

To die by ruffians in a foreign land. 

-How could thcfe felf-eledled monarchs raifc 
So large an empire onfo fmall a ba(e ? 
In wha^ retreat, inglorious aud unknown, 
.Did Genius fleep, when Dullnefs feiz^'d the throne ? 
"Whence, abfolute now grown, and free from awe. 
She to the^fubjed world difpetifes law. 
Without her licence not a letter iHrs, 
. And all Uie captive crifs-crofs-row is her 's. 
The Stagy rite, wha rules from Nature drew, 
^Opinions gave, but gave his.reafons too. 
"Our great Diftators take a (hortcr way — 
Who ftiall difpute what the Reviewers fay ? 
Their word's fufficient ; and to a& a reafon. 
In fuch a Hate as theiri, is downright treafon. 
True judgment now with them alone can dwell ; 
Like Church of Rome, they're grown infallible. 
►Dull fuperftitious readers they deceive. 
Who pin their eafy faith on Critic's ileeve. 
And, knowing nothing, ev'ry thing believe ! 
But why repine we, that thefe puny elves 
Shoot into giants? — We may thank ourfelves^ 
Fools that we are, like Ifrael's fools of yore. 
The calf ourielves hav« faibion'd we adoiie. 
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Fut let true Reafon once refutne her reign. 
This God fhall dwindle ta a C^Uf again. 

Founded on arts whichAun the face of day. 
By the fame arts they ftill maintain their fway« 
Wrapp'd in myfterious fecrecy they rife. 
And, as they are unknown, arefafe and wife. 
At whomfoever aim'd, however fevere 
Th' enreiiom''d flander flies, no names appear. 
Prudence forbids that ftep. — ^Then all might know 
And on more equal terms engage the foe. • 
But now, what Quixote of the age would care 
To wage a war with dirt, and hght with air ? 
By int'reft join'd, th' expert confederates fland. 

And play the game into each other's hand. 

The vile abufe, in turn by all deny'd. 

Is bandy 'd up and down from fide to fide : 

It flics— hey !— prefl:o !— like a juggler's ball, 

'Till it belongs to nobody at all. 

All men and things they know, them felves unknown. 

And publiih ev'ry name— except their own. 

Nor think this ftrange — fecure from vulgar eyes 

The namelefs author paffes in difguife. 

But vet'ran Critics are not fo deceiv'd. 

If vet'ran Critics are to be believ'd. 

Once feen, they know an author evermore. 

Nay fwear to hands they never faw before. 

Thus in the Rofciad, beyond chance or doubt. 

They, by the writing, found the writers out. 

" That's Lloyd's— his manner there you plamly trace, 

*' And all the Ador fiares ycTu in the face. 

"By 
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" By Colmatt that was written^rr-Oniiny life, • 
** The llrongefl fymptoms of the J«alous Wife; 
«* That .tittle difingemious piece of fphc*. 
'* Churchiii, a wretch uDlqiown> perkaps might write.'* 
How doth it make judicious readers fmile. 
When authors are dete£led by their iUIc:' 
Tho* ev'ry one «^o knows this author, knowft 
He (hifts his ilile much oft'ner than his cloaths ? 
Whence could arife this mighty critic fplcen. 
The Mufe.a trifler, and- her theme fo mean ? 
What had I done, that angry Heav'n ihould fend 
The bitt'rell foe where mod I wifh'd a friend? 
Oft hath my tongue been wanton at thy name. 
And haird the honours of thy matchlefs fame* 
For me let hoary Fielding bite the ground. 
So nobler Pickle (lands fuperbly bound. 
From Liyy's temples tear th' hiftoric crown. 
Which with more jullice blooms upon thine own. 
Compared with. thee,, be all life- writers dumb. 

But he who wrote the Life of Jommy Thumb. 

Who ever read the Regicide, but fwore 

The author wrote as man ne'er, wrote before ? 

Others for plots and under-plots may call. 

Here's the right method— have no plot at all. 

Who can fo often in his caufe engage 

The tiny pathos of the Grecian ftage, . 

Whilft horrors rife, and tears fpontaneous flow,. 

At tragic Ha ! and no lefs tragic Oh ! 

To praife his nervous weaknefs all agree ; 

And then for fweetnefs, who fo fweet as he ! 

To* 
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Too big for uttsjnmce whenforrows CwcU, 
The too^big (wtaws flowing tecu^ mail t^Il.r 
But when thoib -flowmg tears (hall ceafe to flow^ 
Why — ^then the voicct muil fpeak again^ you know. 

Rude and unfkil£ul'in:the Boot's trade, 
I kept no Naiads by me ready 'made ;. 
Ne'er did I eolouss high in air< advance^ 
Torn from the bleeding fopperies of France ; 
No flimfy Imfey-woolfey fcenes I wrote. 
With patches here and there like Jofeph's coat;. 
Me humbler themes be£t : Secure, £br me. 
Let playwrights fmuggle nonfenfe, duty free : . 
Secure, forme, ye lambs, ye lambkins bound,, 
And frifk, and frolic o'er the fairy ground :, 
Secure, for me, thou pretty little fawn,. 
Lick Sylvia's hand, and crop the flow'ry lawn : 
Uncenfur'd let the gentle breezes rove 
Thro' the green umbrage of th' enchanted grove: 
Secure, for me, let foppifti Nature fmile. 
And play the coxcomb in the Defart Ifle. 

The ftage I chofe— -a fubjedl fair and freer— 
'Tis yours — 'tis mine— 'tis public property. 
All common exhibitions open lie 
For praife or cenfure to the common eye. 
Hence are a thoufand hackney wj iters fed ; 
Hence monthly critics earn their daily bread. 
This is a gen'ral tax which all muft pay. 
From thoib who fcribble, down to thofe who play. 
Adlors, a venal crew, receive fupport 
From public bounty, for the public fport. 

T« 
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To dap or Kifs, aU haVe mi efHift tkim^* -^^ '• ^ 

The cobler*^ and hie U»^1h^*$ ngtit fHie finwy * 

All join for their fubfilbnce i aU cxfn^ ' 

Free letve to praife their wortl^ ti^r Amits correft. 

When adlive Pickle SmkhieM fti^ 'afeemk^ 

The three days wonder of hls-laughtn^ ftiends ; 

£ach» or as judgment, or a» hxicy gukfces. 

The lively witUng prarfes or derides* . 

And Where's the mighty diff'rcncc, tell mc where. 

Betwixt a Merry- Andrew and a Player ? 

The ftrolling tribe, a defpicable race. 
Like wand'ring Arabs, fliift from place to p]ace. - 
Vagrants, by law, to juftice open laid. 
They tremble, of the beadle's lalh afraid. 
And fawning cringe, for wretched means of life. 
To Madam Mayorefs, or his Worftiip's wife. 

The mighty monarch, in theatric fack. 
Carries liis whole regalia at his back ; 
His royal confort heads the female band. 
And leads the heir- apparent in her hand ; 
The pannier'd afs creeps on with confcious pride. 
Bearing a future prince on either fide. 
No choice muficians in this troop are found 
To varnifh nonfenfe with the charms of found ; 
No fwords, no daggers, not one poifon'd bowl ; 
No lightning flaihes here, no thunders roll ; 
No guards to fwell the monarch's train are (hewn ; 
The mcmarch here mufl be a hoil aU/ie, 
No folemn pomp, no flow proceffions here ; 
No Ammon*« entry, an4 no JuKei's bier. 

By 
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By need cenpelPd to jUtoGkUte his art. 
The v«M aAor flies (nm part to part ; 
And, ftrangi'di^raee lo^a^l theatric piide ! 
His cheiliifter is fkMtd with his ftde. 
Queftiqpi and Ankrtr he by turns muft be. 
Like tlutt finaU -wh* in Modern Tragedy ; 
Who, to ^tch up "hw feme,— or fill his pdrfe,— 
Still pilfers wretched plans, and makes them worfe ; 
Like gipfies, left the ftolen brat be known. 
Defacing firft, then claiming for his own. 
In (habby ftate they ftrut, and tatter'd robe ; 
The fcene a blanket, and a bam the globe. 
No high conceits their moderate wilhes raife. 
Content with humble profit, humble praife. 
Let dowdies ilmper, and let bumpkins flare, 
I'he ftroUing pageant hero treads in air : 
Plcas'd for his hour, he to mankind gives law,. 
And fnores the tiext out on a trufs of flraw. 

But if kind Fortune, who we fometimes know 
Can take a hero from a puppet-fhow. 
In mood propitious (hould her fav'rite call- 
On rayal ftage in royal pomp to bawl. 
Forgetful of himfelf he rears the head. 
And fcoms the dunghill where he firft was bred.. 
Converfmg now with well-drefs'd kings and queens. 
With gods and goddeffes behind the fcenes. 
He fwcats beneath the terror- nodding plume. 
Taught by mock honours real pride t' aiiume.. 

* Mr.. Footer 
Vol. LXVL E Oa 
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On this great ftage the world, no monarch e'er 
Was half fo haughty as a monarch play'r. , 

Doth it more move our anger or our mirth. 
To fee thefe Things, the loweft fons of earth, 
Prefumc, with felf-fufficient knowledge grac'd^ 
To rule in Letters, and prefide in Tafte ? 
The Town's decisions they no more admit, 
Themfelves alone the arbiters of Wit ; 
And fcorn the jurifdiftion of that court. 
To which they owe their being and fupport. 
AAors, like monks of old, now facred grown, 
Muft be attack'd by no fools but their own. 

Let the vain tyrant fit amidil his guards. 
His puny Green-room Wits and Venal Bards, 
Who meanly tremble at the puppet's frown. 
And for a playhoufe freedom lofe their own f 
In fpite of new-made laws, and new-made kings. 
The free-born Mufe with lib'ral fpirit fmgs. 
Bow down, ye flaves ; before thefe idols fall ; 
Iiet Genius ftoop to them wSo've none at all ; 
Ne'er will I flatter, cringe, or bend the knee 
To thofe who, flaves to All, are flaves to Me. 

Adtors, as adlors, are a lawful game ; 
'] he poet's right, and who fliall bar his claim ? 
And if, o'er-weening of their little (kill. 
When they have left the llage, they're aftors flill ; 
If to the fubjeft world they ftill give laws. 
With paper crowns, and fceptres made of ftraws ; 
If they in cellar or in garret roar. 
And kings one night, are kings for evermore j 

Shall 
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ShaQ not bold Truth, e'en there, pnrfue her theihe. 

And 'wake the coxcomb from his golden dream i 

Or if, well worthy of a better fate. 

They rife fuperior to their prefent ftate ; 

If, with each focial virtue grac'd, they blend 

The gay companion and the faithful firiend j 

If they, like Pritchard, join in private life 

The tender parent and the virtuous wife ; 

Shall not our verfe their praife with pleafure fpeak. 

Though mimics bark, and Envy fplits her cheek ^ 

No honeft worth's beneath the Mufe's praife ; 

No greatnefs can above her cenfure raife ; 

Station and wealth to her are trifling things y 

She floops to adlors, and fhe ibars to kings. 

Is there a man, in vice and folly bred. 
To fenfe of honour as to virtue dead ; 
Whom tips nor human, nor divine, can bind ; 
Alien to God^ and foe to all mankind ; 
Who fpares no character ; whofe ev'ry word. 
Bitter as gall, and Iharpcr than the iWord, 
Cuts to the quick ; whofe thoughts with rancour fvvell ; 
Whofe tongue, on earth, performs the work of hell ;• 
If there be fuch a monller, the Reviews 
Shall find him holding forth againil abufe. 
•* Attock profefiion !— 'tis a deadly breach I'— ^ 
** The ChriiUan laws another leiTon teach :— 
*' Unto the end Ihall cliarity endure, 
" And Candour hide thofe faults it cannot cure."' 
Thus Candour's maxims flow from Rancour's. throat. 
As devils, to fcrve their purpofe. Scripture quote.- 

E 2 The 
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The Mttfe's office was by Heaven 4e£]^n*d 
To pleafe, improve, inilrudt, reform mankind ;. 
To make dejected Virtue nobly rife 
Above the tow'ring pitch of fplcndid Vice ; 
To make pale Vice, abaih'd, her head hang dowa^ 
And trembling crouch at Virtue's awful f^owzu 
Now arm'd with wrath, (he bids eternal ihame« 
With ftridleft juftice, brand the villain's name : 
Now in the milder garb of ridicule 
She fports, and pleafes while (he wounds the fooL* 
Her fhape is often varied ; but her aim. 
To prop the caufe of Virtue, fHll the fame* 
In praife of mercy let the guilty bawl. 
When Vice and Folly for corredion call, 
SUence the mark of weaknefs juftly bears. 
And is partaker of the crimes it fpares. 

But if the Mufc,.too cruel in her mirth. 
With harlh reflections wounds the man of worth ; 
If wantonly ihe deviates from her plan. 
And quits the After to expofe the Man ; 
Afham'd, fhe marks that pafTage with a blot. 
And hates the line where Candour was forgot. 

But what is Candour, what is Humour's vein, 
Tho* Judgment join to confecrate the ftrain. 
If curious numbers will not aid afford, 
Nor choiceft mufic play in ev'ry word ? 
Verfes muft run, to charm a modern ear. 
From all harfh, rugged interruptions clear. 
Soft let them breathe, as Zephyr's balmy breeze ; 
SmooUi let their current flow, as fummer feas ; 

Perfea 
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Pcrfe£k then Only deem*d when they difpenfis - 
A happy tnnefal vacancy of fenfe. 
Italian fathers thus, with barb'rous rage. 
Fit helplefs infants for the fqueaking ftage 5 
Deaf to the calls of pity. Nature wound. 
And mangle vigour for the fake of found. 
Henceforth farewell then fev'rifh thirft of fame ; 
Fs^rewell the longings for a poet's name ; 
Perifh my Mufe ;— a wifli 'bove all fevere 
To him who ever held the Mofes dear— 
1£ e'er her labours weaken to refine 
The gen'rous roughnefs of a nervous line. 

Others afFedl the ftiiF and fwelling phrafe ; 
Their Mufe muft walk in ftilts, and ilrut in days : 
The fenfe they murder, and the words tranfpofe. 
Left poetry approach too near to profe, 
See tortur'd Reafon how they pare and trim. 
And, like Procruftcs, ftretch, or lop the limb. 

Waller, whofe praife fucceeding bard$ rehearfc,. 
Parent of harmony in iingliih verfe, 
Whofe tuneful Mufe in fweeteft accents flows. 
In couplets firft taught ftraggling (enfe to clofe. 

In poliih'd numbers, and majeftic found. 
Where (hall thy rival. Pope, be ever found f 
But whilft each line with equal beauty flows. 
E'en excellence, unvaried, tedious grows. 
Nature, thro' all her works, in great degree. 
Borrows a blefiing from Variety, 
Muiic itfelf her needful aid requires 
1 o rouze the Ibul, and wake cur dying fires« 

E.3 Still 
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Sdll in one key, the Nightingale would teize : 
Still in one key, not Brent would always pleafe. 

Here let me bend, great Dry den, at thy ftirinej» 
Thou deareft name to all the tuneful Nine* 
What if fome dull lines in cold order creep. 
And with his theme the poet feenis to fleep. 
Still, when his fubjed rifes proud to view. 
With equal ftrength the poet rifes too. 
With ftrong invention, noblefl vigour fraught. 
Thought ftill fprings up and rifes out of thought ; 
Numbers enrobling numbers in their courfe ; 
In varied fweetnefs flow, in varied force; 
The pow'rs of Genius and of Judgment join. 
And the whole Art of Poetry is thine. 

But what are numbers, what are bards to me> 
Forbid to tread the paths of poefy ? 
•' A facred Mufe fhould confecrate her pen ; 
*' Priefts muft not hear nor fee like other men ; 
*' Far higher themes (hould her ambition claim ; 
*' Behold where Sternhold points the way to fame." 

Whilft with miftaken zeal dull bigots bum, 
iiet Reafon for a moment take her turn. 
When cofFee-fages hold difcourfe with kings. 
And blindly walk in paper leading-ftrings. 
What if a man delight to pafs his time 
In fpinning Reafon into harmlefs rime ; 
Or fometimes boldly venture to the play ! 
Say, Where's the crime ? — great Man of Prudence, fay f 
No two on earth in all things can agree ; 
All have fome darling fmgularity ; 

Women 
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Women and men> as well as girls and hoys. 
In gew-gaws uke delight, and figh for toys. 
Your fceptresy and your crowns, and fach like things^ 
Are but a better kind of toys for kings. 
In things indilF'rent Reafon bids us chufe. 
Whether the whim's a Monkey, or a Mufe. 
What the grave triflers on this bufy fcene. 
When they make life of this word Reafon, mean, 
I know not ; but, according to my plan, 
'Tis Lord Chief-Juftice in the Court of Man, 
Equally form'd to rule in age or youth. 
The friend of Virtue, and the guide to Truth. 
To Her I bow, whofe facred pow'r I feel ; 
To Her decifion make my laft appeal ; 
Condemn'd by Her, applauding worlds in vain 
Should tempt me to take up the pen again : 
By Her abfolv'd, my courfe I'll fHU purfue : 
If Reafon's for me, God is for me too. 



NIGHT. 
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NIGHT. 

AN « P I fi T^ B TO 

ROBERT LLOYD- 



WHEN foes infult, and prudent friends difpenfe* 
In pity's ftrains, the worft of infolence. 
Oft with thee, Lloyd, I ileal an hour from gn&f^ 
And in thy focial converfe find relief. 
The mind, of folitude impatient grown. 
Loves any forrows rather than her own. 

Let flaves to bufinefs, bodies without foul. 
Important blanks in Nature's mighty roll. 
Solemnize nonfenfe in the day's broad glare. 
We Ni G H T prefer, which heals or hides our care. 

Rogues jufti£ed, and by fuccefs made bold. 
Dull fools and coxcombs iandliHed by gold. 
Freely may bafk in Fortune's partial ray. 
And fpread their feathers op'ning to the day ; 
But thread-bare Merit dares not fhew the head 
•Till vain Profperity retires to bed. 
Misfortunes, like the owl, avoid the light ; 
The fons of Care are always fons of Night, 

The wretch bred up in Method's drovvly fchool, 
Whofe cnly merit is to err by rale. 

Who 
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Who ne'er thro' heat of blood was tripping caught. 
Nor guilty decm'd of one eccentric thought, 
Whofe foj^ direfted to no ufe is feen, 
Unlefs to move the body's dull machine. 
Which, clock-work like, with the fame equal pace. 
Still travels on thro! life's inlipid fpace; 
Turns up his eyes to think that there fhould be 
Among God's creatures two fuch things as <we:. 
Then for his night-cap calls, and thanks the pow'o 
Which kindly gave him grace to keep goo J hours, 
Goo^ Jbours-^Firvs words I — But was it ever feca 
That all men could agree in what they meani 
Florio, who many years a courfe hath run 
In downright oppofition to the fun. 
Expatiates on good hours, their caufe defends 
With as much vigour as our prudent friends. 
Th' uncertain term no fettled notion brings. 
But ftill in diiF'rent mouths means diiFrenvt things 
Each takes the phrafe in his own private view. 
With Prudence it is ten, with Florio two. 
Go on, ye fools, who talk for talking fake. 
Without diilinguifhing dilHnftions make. 
Shine forth in native folly, native pride. 
Make yourfelves rules to all the worki befidej 
Keafon, coUefted in herfelf, difdains 
Th6 flavilh yoke of arbitrary chains ; 
Steady and true, each circumllance fhe weighs. 
Nor to bare words inglorious tribute pays. 
Men of fenfe live exempt from vulgar awe. 
And Reafon to herfelf alone is law. 

That 
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That freedom (he enjoys with Ub'ral mind, . - 
Which (he as freely grants to all mankittd. ' . 
No idol titled name her rev'rence IHrs, 
No hour ihe blindly to the reft prefers ; . 
All are alike, if they're alike employ' d. 
And all are good if 'virtvoujly enjoy'd. 

Let the fage Dodor (think him one we know) 
With fcraps of ancient learning overflow. 
In all the dignity of nvig declare 
The fatal confequence of midnight air. 
How damps and vapours, as it were by ftealth» 

Undermine life, and fap the walls of health. 

For me let Galen moulder on the Ihelf, 

I'll live, and be phyfician to myfelf. 

While foul is join'd to body, whether fate 

Allot a longer or a fliorter date ; 

I'll make them live, as brother ihould with brother> 

And keep them in good-humour witli each other. 
The fureft road to health, fay what they will. 

Is never to fuppofe we (hall be iU. 

Moft of thcfe evils we poor mortals know. 

From dodlors and imagination flow. 

Hence to old women with your boafted rules. 

Stale traps, and only facred now to fools ; 

As well may fons of phyfic hope to find 

One med'cine, as one hour, for all mankind. 
If Rupert after ten is out of bed. 

The fool next morning can't hold up his head. 

What reafon this which me to bed muft call, 

Whofe head (thank heaven) never aches at all ? 

In 
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In dilF'rent conrfes different tempers run. 
He hates the Moon^ I flcken at the Sun. 
Wound up at twelve at noon» bis clock goes right> 
Mine better goes, wound «p at twelve at night. 

Then in Oblivion's grateful cup I drown 
The galling fiieer, the fupercilious frown. 
The ftrange referve, the proud afFefted ftatc • 
Of upftart knaves grown rich, and fools grown great* 
No more that abjed wretch difturbs my reft. 
Who meanly overlooks a friend diftreft. 
Purblind to poverty the worldling goes. 
And fcarce fees rags an inch beyond his noie ; 
But from a crowd can (ingle out his grace. 
And crihge and creep to fools who ftrut in lace* 

Whether thofe clafllc regions are furvey'd 
Where we in earliefl youth together ftray'd, 
"Where hand in hand we trod the flow'ry fhore, 
Tho' now thy happier genius runs before. 
When we confpir'd a thanklefs wretch to raife. 
And taught 2ijiump to fhoot with pilfer'd praife. 
Who once for Re'v^rend merit famous grown. 
Gratefully flrove to kick his Maker down ; 
Or if more gen'ral arguments engage. 
The court or camp, tlie pulpit, bar or llage^ 
If half-bred furgeons, whom men doftors call. 
And lawyers, who were never bred at all, 
Thofe uiighty lettered monfters of the earth. 
Our pity move, or exercife our mirth ; 
Or if in tittle -tattle, tooth-pick way. 
Our rambling thoughts with eafy freedom ftray ; 

A gain«r 
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A gainer ftill thy friend himielf muft find. 
His grief fufpended, and improv'd liis mind* 

Whiift peaceful flumbers Wefs the homely bed. 
Where Virtue, felf-approv'd, reclines her head ; 
Whilft Vice beneath imagined horrors mourns« 
And Confcience plants the villain's couch with tlionis i 
Impatient of reftraint, the aftive Mind, 
No more by fervile prejudice confin'd. 
Leaps from her feat, as waken'd from a trance. 
And darts through Nature at a iingle glance. 
Then we our friends, our foes, ourfelves, furvey. 
And fee by Night what fools we are by Day. 

Stript of her gaudy plumes and vain difguife. 
See where Ambition mean and loathfome lies ; 
Refle£lion with relentl efs hand pulls down 
The tyrant's bloody wreath and raviih'd crowxu 
In vain he tells of batdes bravely won. 
Of nations conquer'd, and of worlds undone : 
Triumphs' like thefe but ill with manhood fuit. 
And fmk the conqueror beneath the brute. 
But if, in fearching round the world, we find 
Some gen'rous youth, the friend of all mankind, 
Whofe anger, like the bolt of Jove, is fpcd 
.In terrors only at the guilty liead, 
Whofe mercies, like Heaven's dew, refrefhing fall 
In gen'ral love and charity to all. 
Pleas 'd we behold fuch worth on any throne. 
And doubly pleas 'd we find it on our own. 

Through a falfe medium things are fhewn by Day, 
Pomp, wealth, and titles, judgment lead aliray. 

How 
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How msmy from appearance borrow ftate. 
Whom Night diiiiains to number, with the Great ! 
Mull notive laugh to fee yon lordling proud 
Snuff up vile incenfe fronL a fawning crowd? 
Whim in Ids beam furrounding clients play» 
Like infefts in the fun'a enlivening ray, 
Whilft, Jehu-like,, he drives at furious ratc,^ 
And feems the only charioteer of ftatCr 
Talking himfelf into a little God, 
And ruling empires with a fmgle nod ; 
Who would not think, to hear him law diipenfe. 
That he had int'reft, and that they had fenfe t 
Injurious thought ! Beneath Night's honeft Ihadc,. 
When pomp is buried and falfe colours fade. 
Plainly we fee at that impartial hour^ 
Them dupes to pride, and him the tool of pow'r. 

God help the man, condemned by cruel fate 
To court the feeming, or the real great. 
Much forrow fhall he feel, and fuffer more 
Than any flave who labours at the oar. 
By flavifh methods mufl he learn to pleafe. 
By fmooth-tongu'd flatt'ry, that curft court-difea/e. 
Supple to ev'ry wayward mood ftrike fail. 
And fhift with ftiifting humour's peevilh gale. 
To Nature dead he muil adopt vile Art, 
And wear a fmile, with anguifh in his heart. 
A fenfe of honour would deftroy his fchemes. 
And Confcience ne'er muft fpeak unlcfs in dreams. 
When he hath tamely borne for many years 
Cold looks, forbidding frowns, contemptuous fncers ^ 
. • When 
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When he at laH expe&s, good ettfy »ian» 
To reap the profits of his labour'd plan. 
Some cringing Lacquey, or rapacioas Whore, 
To favours of the great the fureft door. 
Some Catamite, or Pimp, in credit grown. 
Who tempts another's wife, or fells his own. 
Steps crofs his hopes, the promised boon denies. 
And for fome Minion's Minion claims ti^e prize^ 

Foe to reilraint, unpra£bis'd in deceit. 
Too refolute, from Nature's active heat. 
To brook affronts, and tamely pafs them by j 
Too proud to flatter, too fmcere to lye, . 
Too plain to pleaie, too honeft to be great ; 
Give me, kind Heav'n, an humbler, happier flate : 
Far from the place where men with pride, deceive. 
Where rafcals promife, and where fools believe ; 
Far from the walk of folly, vice and ftrife. 
Calm, independent, let me fteal thro' life, . 
Nor one vain wifh my fteady thoughts beguile 
To fear his lordfhip's frown, or court his fmile.- 
Unfit for Greatnefs, I her fnares defy. 
And look on riches with untainted eye. 
To others let the glittVing bawbles fall, . 
Content ihall place us far above them alL . 

Spedators only on this buiUing fbige. 
We fee what vain defigns mankind engage ;. 
Vice after vice with ardour they purfue. 
And one old folly brings forth twenty new* 
Ferplex'd with trifles thro' the vale of life, 
Man flrives 'gainfl man, without a caufe for flrife ; 

Armies 
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Armies embatded, meet, and thoufands bleed 
For fome vile fpot, where £fty cannot feed. 
Squirrels fcr nuts contend, and> wrong or right* 
For the world's empire kings ambitious fight ; 
What odds ?— To us 'tis all the felf-fame thing, 
A Nut, a World, a Squirrel, and a King. 

Britons, like Roman fpirits fam'd of old. 
Are czA by nature in a Patriot mould ;. 
No private joy, no private grief they know. 
Their foul's^ ingrofs'd by public weal or woe. 
Inglorious cafe, like ours, they greatly fconi : 
Let care with nobler wreaths their brows adorn. 
Gladly they toil beneath the ftatefman's pains. 
Give them but credit for a flatefman's brains. 
All would be deem'd, e'en from the ci-adle, fit 
To rule in politics as well as wit. 
The grave, the gay, jhe fopling, and the dunce. 
Start up (God blefs us !) ilatefmen all at once. 
His mighty charge of fouls the prieft forgets. 
The court-bred lord his promifes and debts. 
Soldiers their fame, mifers forget their pelf. 
The rake his miHrefs, and the fop himfelf ; 
Whilft thoughts of higher moment claim their care. 
And their wife heads the weight of kingdoms bear. 

Females themfelves the glorious ardour feel. 
And boafl an equal, or a greater zeal ; 
From nymph to nymph the ftate-infedlion flies. 
Swells in her breaft, and fparkles in her eyes. 
O'crwhelm'd by politics lie malice, pride. 
Envy, and twenty other faults befide. 

No 
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No more thnto* Ikdcfkitt'rinjg: Hearts to^fcfi * ^ ' 
A paffionfor applau(e> «r rage for drefs r ' ' 
Na more they pant for Publk Raree^-flvows^ 
Or lofe one thought on monkeys Or dn beaux. 
Coquettes no more purfae the jHttng plttn. 
And loitful prudes forget to rail at man. 
The darling theme CjEciLiAVfelf will chufe. 
Nor thinks of fcandal whilil ihe talks of news. 

The CiT^ a Common- Council-Man by place. 
Ten thoufand mighty nothings in his face^ 
By fituatioii as by nature great. 
With nice prccifion parcels out the flate ; 
Proves and difproves^ affirms, and then denies, 
Objefts himfelf, and to hiinfelf replies; 
Wielding aloft the politician rod, 
Makes Pitt by turns a devil and a god ; 
Maintains, e'en to the very teeth of pow'r. 
The feme thing right and wrong in half an hour« 
Now all is well, now he fufpeds a plot. 
And plainly proves, whatever is, is not. 
Fearfully wife, he fhakes his empty head. 
And deals out empires as he deals out thread. 
His ufelefs fcales are in a corner flung. 
And Europe's balance hangs upon his tongue. 
Peace to fuch triflers"; be our happier plan 
To pafs thro' life as eafy as we can. 
Who's in or out, who moves this grand machine. 
Nor ftirs my curiofity, nor fpleen. 
Secrets of ftate no more I wifh to know 
Than fecret movements of a Puppet-fhow ; 

Let 
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Let but the pupffts amc, Vve my dfifiiv, 
Unfan the haod whi<A ^M^s the Maftcr-wire^ 

What w'^40 1^^ if t«zes rife or fall. 
Thanks, IQ oar fotiUme we pay noae at all. 
Let AuckwiQAs> who in dirty acres deal. 
Lament thoic hard&ips which we cannot feel. 
His Grace« who fmarts, may bellow if he pleafc^ 
Bat mail I beUow too, who fit at eafe ? 
By cuftom fafc, the poet's numbers flow,. 
Free as the light and air fbme years ago. 
No ihitefman e'er will find it worth his pains 
To tax our labours* and excife our brains. 
Burthens like thefe vile earthly buildings bear>. 
No tribute's laid on cafil^s in the air. 

Let then the flames of war dellrudive reignj^ 
And England's terrors awe imperious Spain ;., 
Let ev*ry i/enal clan and neutral tribe 
Learn to receive conditions, not prefcribe ; 
Let each new year call loud for new fupplies,, 
And tax on tax with double burthen rife ; 
Exempt we fit, by no rude cares opprefl,. 
And,, having little, are with little blefl.. 
All real ills in dark oblivion lie,. 
And joys, by fancy form'd, their place ftippljf. 
Night's laughing hours unheeded Hip away, 
Nor one dull thought foretells th' approach of Day*. 

Thus have we liv'd, and whilft the fates afibrd 
Plain plenty to fupply the frugal board,. 

VoL.LXVL F Whilft^ 
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Whilft Mirth, with Decency his lovely bride. 

And Wine's gay God, with Temp'rance by his fide. 

Their welcome vifit pay ; whilft Health attends 

The narrow circle of our chjfen friends, 

Whilft frank Good -Humour confecrates the treat. 

And Woman makes fociety complexe. 

Thus will we live, tho' in our teeth are hurl'd 

Thofe hackney fir umpets. Prudence and the World. 

Prudence, of old a facrcd term, imply *d 
Virtue, with godlike Wifdom for her guide. 
But now in geheral ufe is known to mean 
The ftalking-horfe of vice, and folly's fcreen. 
The fenfe perverted we retain the name, 
Hypocrify and Prudence are the fame. 

A Tutor once, more read in men than books, 
A kind of crafty knowledge in his looks. 
Demurely fly, with high preferment bleft. 
His fav'rite pupil in thefe words addrefs'd : 

Would'ft thou, my fon, be wife and virtuous deem'd. 
By all mankind a prodigy efteem'd ? 
Be this thy rule ; be what men prudent call ; 
Prudence, almighty Prudence, gives thee ail. 
Keep up appearances, there lies the teft. 
The world will give thee credit for the reft. 
Outward be fair, however foul within ; 
S n if thou wilt> but. then in fecret fm. 
This maxim's into jzommon favour grown. 
Vice is no longer vice, unlcfs 'tis known. 

Virtae 
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Virtue indeed may barefac'd take the field ; 
But vice is virtue when 'tis well conccaPd. 
Should raging paflions drive thee to a whore. 
Let Prudence lead thee to a pofiern door ; 
Stay cut all night, but take efpecial care 
I'hat Prudence bring thee back to early prayer. 
As one with watching and with ftudy faint, 
Reel in a drunkard, and reel out a faint. 

With joy the youth this ufeful leflbn heard, 
And in his mem'ry ftor'd each precious word, 
Succefsfully purfu'd the plan, and »oiv, 
" Room for my Lord,— Virtue ftand by and bow»" ' 

And is this all— is this the worldling's art. 
To mafk, but not amend a vicious heart ? 
Shall lukewarm caution and demeanour grave 
For wife and good ilamp evVy fupple knnve ? 
Shall wretches, whom no real virtue warms. 
Gild fair their names and ftates with empty farms, ; 
Whilft Virtue feeks in vain the wifh'd-for prize, 
Becaufe, difdaining ill, fhe hates difguife ; 
Becaufe fhe frankly pours forth all her ilore. 
Seems what fhe //, and fcorns to nafs for more ? 
Well-* be it fo - let vile diifemblers hold 
Unenvy'd pow'r, and boaft their dear-bought gold, , 
Me neither pow'r fhajl. tempt, nor thiril of pelf. 
To flatter- others or deny myfelf ; 
Might the whole world be plac'd within my fpan, 
1 would not be tbm Thing, that hruient Man. 

F z .. W^hat; 
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What, cries- Sir Pliant, would you then oppofe 
Yourfelf^ alone, agaixift an hoil of foes ! 
Let not conceit, and peevifh luft to tsdl^ 
Above all fenfe of intereft prevail. 
Throw off for fhame this petulance of wit. 
Be wife* .be naodefl, axvd for eace fobmit : 
Too hard the talk 'gainfl multitudes to iight> 
T^ou muft be wrong, the World is in the right. 

What is this World ? A term which men have got 
Tu fignify, not one in ten knows what ; 
A term, which with no more preciiion paiTe^ 
To point out herds of men than herds of a^is ; 
In common ufe no more it means, we End, 
Than many fools in fame opinions join'd. 

Can numbers then change Nature's ilated laws f 
Can numbers make the worfe the better caufe ? 
Vice muft be vice, virtue be virtue iHll, 
Tho' thoufands rail at good and pradtife ill. 
Wouldft thou defend the Gaul's deflrudive rage 
Becaufe vaft nations on his part engage ? 
Tho' to fupport the rebel Caefar's caufe 
Tumultuous legions arm againii the laws, 
Tho* Scandal would pur patriot's name impeach. 
And rails at virtues which ftie cannot reach. 
What honeft man but would with joy fubmh 
To bleed with Cato, and retire with Pitt i 

Stedfall and true to Virtue's facred lm$9 
IJnmov'd by vulgar cenfurc or applaufe. 

Let 
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Let die World talk, my friend ; that World we know 
Which calls us gaiky, cannot make us fo. 
Unaw'd by numbers, fblbv^ Nature's plan> 
Affext the rights, or cjuU the name of Man. 
CoHflder \V^1U weigh ftfiftly right and wroii^; 
Refolve not quick, but once refolv'd be ftrong. 
In fpite of dullnefs, and in fpite of wit. 
If to thyfelf thou eanft thyfelf aeqaic, 
Radier tfand up affur'd with confcious pride 
Alone, than err with millions on thy ddet 
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THE 

PROPHECY OF FAMINE. 

A 

SCOTS PASTORAL. 

/ 
INCRIBED TO 

% 

JOHN WILKES, Esq. 

WHEN Cupid firft inflruas his darts to fly 
From the fly corner of fome cook-maid's eye. 
The flripling raw, juft enter'd in his teens. 
Receives the wound, and wonders what it means ; 
His heart, like dripping, melts, and new deilre 
Within him ftirs, each time fhe ftirs the fire.; 
Trembling and blulhing he the fair-one views. 
And fain would fpeak, but can't — without a Mufe. 

So to the facred mount he takes his way. 
Prunes his young wings, and tunes his infant lay. 
His oaten reed to rural ditties frames. 
To docks and rocks, to hills and rills proclaims. 
In fimpleft notes, and all -unpolilli'd llrains, 
U'he loves of nymphs, and ejie the loves of fwains. 

Clad, as your nymphs were always clad of yore. 
In ruilic weeds— a cook-maid now no more— 

Bencatk 
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JBeneath an aged oak Lardella lies. 

Green njofs her couch ; her canopy the ikies. 

From aromatic ftirubs the roguijh gale 

Steals j^oa.'j^ perfumes, and wafts them thro' the vale. 

Tie youth, turned fwain, and ikilPd in jfuftk lays. 

Pail by her iide his am'rous defcant plays. 

Herds lowe, flocks bleat, pies chatter, ravens fcreami 

And tlie full chorus dies a-down the fiream. 

The ilreams, with muiic freighted, as they pafs, 

Prcfent the fair Lardella with a glafs. 

And Zephyr, to compleat the love-fick plan. 

Waves his light wings, and ferves her forafan^ 

But, when maturer Judgment takes the lead, 
Thefc childiih toys on Reafon's altar bleed ; 
Form'd after fome great man, whofe name breeds aw^> 
Whofe tv^ry fentence Fafhion makes a law. 
Who on mere credit his vain trophies rears. 
And founds his merit on our fervile fears ; 
Then we difcard the workings of the heart. 
And Nature's banifh'd by mechanic Art ; 
Then, deeply read, our reading muil be ihown ; 
Vain is that knowledge which remains unknown. 
Then Often tation marches to our aid. 
And lettered Pride ilalks forth in full parade ; 
Beneath their care behold the work refine, 
Poin'ed each fentence, polifh'd ev'ry line : 
Trifles are dignified, and taught to wear 
The robes of Ancients with a Modern air, 
Nonfenfe with clajjtc ornaments is grac'd. 
And paiTes currf^nc with the ftamp of Tafle. 

F 4 Then 
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Then the rude Theocrite^s r«ii6ck'd a'cr* 
And courtly Ms^u^ call'd from Mincio^ft ihore^ 
Sicilian Mufet on our mountains roam* 
£afy and free as if ihey were at home x 
Nymphs, Naiads, Nereids, Dryads, Satyra, F«on5> 
Sport in our floods, and trip it o'er our lawns ; 
FlowVs, which once floorKh'd fair in Greece and Roine» 
More fair revive in England's meads to bloom ; 
Skies without ^Ipud exotic funs adOrn ; 
And rofes blufh, but blufh without a thorn ; 
Landfcapes unknown to ^owdy Nature, rife, 
And new creations (Irike our wond'ring eyes. 

For bards like thefe, who neither fmg nor iay> 
Grave without thought, and without feeling gay, 
Whofe numbers in one even tenor flow, 
AtturCd to pleafure, and attuned to woe. 
Who, if plain Common- Sjnfe her vifit pays. 
And mars one couplet in their happy lays. 
As at fbme gholl affrighted, ilart and ftare. 
And a(k the meaning of her coming there ; 
J^'or bards like thefe a wreath fhall Mafon bring* 
Lin'd with the roftell down of Folly's wing j 
In Love's Pagoda fhall they ever doze. 
And Gifbal kindly rock them to repofe ; 
My lord-'X.o letters as xojaiih moft true— 
At once their patron and ex'ample too — 
^hall quaintly fafhion his love-laboar'd dreams, 
^igh with fad v.iiids, and weep with weeping ftreams> 
•Curiciis in grief, (for real grief, we know, 
is curie us to drcfi up the tjle of woe) 

From 
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From the gii9eh u&^bfftge of feme Druid's {etci. 
Shall his owntx^orksiii ids ewm way repeat. 

Afp, whom no Mufe of' Wav'uly birth infpircs. 
No jadgment tentpers wketi rafh genius fires ; 
WfaorboiH no naerit tmt mere ichacfc of rime, 
5hort gkaflid^ of €6nh, and fatirc out of time. 
Who c&nnof foibw where trim hncy ItAds 
By prattling ftreams o*tt Jlcnv*r^mpurpled meads % 
Who often, but without fticcefs, have pray'd 
For apt AUitefation's artful aid 5 
Who would, but cannot, with a matter's fltflJ, 
Coin fine new epithets, ivbich mran ns ill ; 
Mcy thus uncouth, thus cv'ry way unfit 
For pacing poefy, and ambling W!t, 
Tafte with contempt beholds, nor deigns to place 
Amongft the loweft of her favour'd race. 

Thou, Nature, art my goddefs— to thy law 
Myfelf I dedicate. — Hence flavifii awe . 
Which bends to fafbion, and obeys the rules, 
Impos'd at firft> and fince obferv'd by fools. 
Hence ihofe vile tricks which mar fair Nature's hue. 
And bring the fober matron forth -to view , • - 
With all that artificial tawdry glare. 
Which Virtue fcoms, and none but ftriimpets wear, 
-Sick of thofe pomps, thofe vanities, that wafte 
Of toil, which critics hew miilake for tajlcf 
Of falfe refinements fick, and labour'd eafe, 
V/hich Art, too thinly veil'd, forbids to plcafe, 
By Nature's charms (inglorious truth !) fubdu'd. 
However plain her ^ttk, and 'haviour rude. 

To 
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To northern climes my happier courfe I fteer. 
Climes where the goddefs reigns throughout the y^ar. 
Where, undifturb'd by Art's rebellious plan, 
-She rules the loyal lairds and faithful clan. 

To that rare foil, where virtues cluft'ring grow, ' 
What mighty blcfiings doth not England owe ? 
What nuaggonUmds of courage, wealth and fcnie^ 
Doth each revolving day import from thence ? 
To us ihe gives, diiinterefled friend, 
.Faith without fraud, and Stuarts without end« 
When we profperity's rich trappings wear, 
•Come not her gen'rous fons and take a ihare ? 
And if, by fome difaftrous turn of fate. 
Change fhould enfue, and ruin feizc the ftate. 
Shall ^we not .find, fafe in that hailow'd ground. 
Such refuge as the Holy Martyr found? 

Nor lefs our debt in Science, tho' deny'd . 
By the weak flave^ of prejudice and pride. 
Whence came the Ramfays, names of worthy note. 
Of whom one paints, as well as t' other wrote ; 
Tbence, Home, difbandsd from the fons of pray'r 
Per loving plays, tho' no dull Dean was there ; 
Thence iffued forth, at great Macpherfon's call. 
That e/rf', »^T.u, epic pafloraU Fingal ; 
Thence Mailoch, friend a ike oi Church and Stats* 
Of Chrift and Liberty, by grateful Fate 
Rais'd to rewards which, in a. piou; reign. 
All darling infdels lliould feek in vain ; 
Thence fimple bards, by fimple prudence taught. 
To this w//^ town by fimple patrons brought. 

In 
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In fimple manner Utter fimple lays, 

And takp, with iimple penfions, fimple praife. 

Waft me fome Mufe to Tweed's infpiring ilreanw 
Where all the little loves and graces dream. 
Where flowly winding the. dull waters creep. 
And feem themfelves to own the power of ileep. 
Where on the farface lead> like feathers, fwims. 
There let me bathe my yet unhallow'd limbs. 
As once a Syrian bath'd in Jordan's flood, 
Walh off my native ftains, corredt that blood 
Which mutinies at call of Englijh pride. 
And, deaf to prudence, rolls 2^patriot tide. 

Fromfolemn thought which overhangs the brow 
Of patriot care, wben things are — God knows how; 
From nice trim points, where Honour, ilave to rule* 
In compliment to Folly, plays the fool ; 
From thofe gay fcenes where Mirth exalts his pow'x» 
And eafy Humour wings the laughing hour ; 
From thofe foft better moments, when defire 
Beats high, and all the world of man's on-£re, 
W^hen mutual ardours of the melting fair 
• More than repay us for whole years of care, 
hx.fricndjhip*^ fummons will my Wilkes retreat. 
And fee, oncefeen before, that ancient feat. 
That ancient feat, where majefty difplay'd 
Her enfigns, long before the <v:orld 'was v'u*.x ! 

Mean narrow maxims, which enilavc mankind. 
Ne'er from its bias warp thy fettled mind- 
Not dup'd by party, nor opinion's flave, 
.Thofe faculties which bounteous Nature gave. 

Thy 
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Thy honefl /pint into pra£Uce brings. 
Nor courts the fmile, nor dreads the frown of kings. 
Let rude licentious fngliflimen comply 
With tumult's voice, and curfd they know not why ; 
Unwilling to condemn, thy foul difdains 
. To wear vile fadMon's aiBitrary chains. 
And ih-iflly weighs, in apprehension clear. 
Things as they are, and not as they appear. 
With thee Good-Humour tempers lively Wit, 
Enthroned with JudgmeRt> Candoar loves to fit. 
And Nature gave thee, open to dilh-efs, 
A heart to pity, and a hand to blefs. 

6ft have I heard thee mourn the wretched lot 
Of the poor, mean, defpis'd, infulted Scot, 
Who, might calm reafon credit idle tales. 
By rancour forg'd where prejudice prevails. 
Or ftarves at home, or praftifes, thro' fear 
Of ftarving, arts which damn all confcience here. 
When Scribbhrsy to the charge by int'reft led. 
The fierce North-Briton foaming at their head. 
Pour forth invedkives, deaf to candour's call. 
And injnr'd by one aJien, rail at all ; 
On Northern Pifgah when they take their ftand. 
To mark the wcaf;ncfs of that Hciy Land^ 
With nccdlefs truths their libels to adorn. 
And hang a nation up to public fcorn. 
Thy gcn'rous foul condemns the frantic rage* 
And hates the faithful but ill-natur'd page. 

I he Scots are poor, cries furly Engiifn pride ; 
True i« the charge, nor by themfelvds dcny*d. 

Are 
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Are they not then m ^ridefl reafon clear> 
Who wifely come to mend their fortunes here ? 
if by low fupple arts fuccefsful jrown. 
They iapjpM our vigour to increafc their ovm^ 
H, mean in want^ and ipfolent in pow'r^ 
They only fawn'd piore furejy to d^vpur* 
Rous'd by fuch wrongs Ihould Reafon take alarm^ 
And e'en the Mufe for public fafety arm ; 
But if they own ingenuQus Virtue's fway. 
And follow where true Honour points the way. 
If they revere the hand by which they're fed* 
And blefs the donors for their daily breads 
Or by vaft debts of higher import bound. 
Are always huxpble, always grateful founds 
If they, dired^ed by Paul's holy pen. 
Become difcreedy all things to all men. 
That all inen may become all things to them> 
Envy may hate, but JufBce can't condemn. 
«' Into our places, dates, and beds they creep ;"^ 
They've fenfc to get, what we want fenfc to keep- 
Once, be the hour accurs'd, accurs'd the place, 
X veniur'd to blafpheme the chofen race. 
Into thofe traps, which men calPii Patriots laid. 
By (pecious arts unwarily betray'd, 
IVtadly I leagu'd againfl that facred earth. 
Vile parricide ! which gave a parent birth. 
But (hall I meanly Error's path purfue, 
When heavenly Truth prefents her friendly clue. 
Once plung'd in ill, fhall I go farther in ? 
To make the <)ath was rafh ; to keep it, fin. 

Backward 
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Backward I tread the paths I trod before. 
And calm refleftion hates what paibon (wore. 
Converted, (bleficd are the fouls which know 
Thofe pleafures which from true cenverlion flow. 
Whether to reafon, who now rules my breaft. 
Or to pure faith, like Lyttelton and Weft) 
Paft crimes to expiate, be my prefent aim 
To raife new trophies to the Scottiih name. 
To make (what can the proudeft Mufe do more ?) 
E'en Fadlion's fons her brighter worth adore. 
To make her glories, ftamp'd with honeft rimes. 
In fuUeft tide roll down to lateft times. 

" Prefumptuous wretch ! and fhall a Mufe like thine, 
** An Englijh Mufe, the meaneft of the nine, 
" Attempt a theme like this ? Can her weak ftrain 
** Expedl indulgence from the mighty Thane ? 
" Should'he from toils of government retire, 
'* And for a moment fan the poet's fire, 
" Should he, of fciences the moral friend, 
** Each curious, each important fearch fufpend, 
«* Leave anajftfied Hill of herbs to tell, 
** And all the 'v^onders of a cockle-Jhelly 
'* Having the Lord's good grace before his eyes, 
«' Would not the Home ftep forth; and gain the prize ? 
** Or if this wreath of honour might adorn 
*' The humble brows of one in England horn, 
.** Prefumptuous ftill thy daring muft appear ; 
<* Vain all thy tow'ring hopes, whilft I am here.'* 

Thus fpake a. form, by filken fmile, and tone 
Dull and unvaried, for the Laureat known. 

Folly's 
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Folly's chief friend, J)ccorum'5 ddeft fon„ 
In ev'ry party found, and yet of none. 
This airy fuhfiance, xhl^/uhfiantial Jhade, 
Abafli'd I. heard, and with refpedi obey'd. 

From themes top lofty for, a bard fo mean, 
Difcretion beckons to an humbler fcene. 
The relllefs fever of ambition laid. 
Calm I retire, and feek the fylvan fhade. 
Now be the Mufe difrob'd of all her pride,.. 
Be all the glare of verfe by Truth fupplied. 
And if plain Nature pours a fimple ftrain. 
Which Bute may praife, and Oflian not difdain^ 
0%2Xir fublimeji ^ Jtmplefi bard of all. 
Whom Englijh infidels Macpherfcn cally 
Then round my head (hall honour's eniigns \vavc^. 
And penfions mark me for a willing ilave. 



Two .boys, whofe birth beyond all quellion (prinjgs 
From great and glorious, tho' forgotten, kings. 
Shepherds of Scott ijh lineage, bom and bred 
On the fame bleak and barren mountain's head. 
By niggard Nature dcom'd on the fame rocks 
To fpin out life, andflarve themfelves and flocks, 
Frelh as the morning, which, ehrob'd in mill. 
The mountain's top with ufual dullnefs kifs'd. 
Jockey and Sawney to their labours rofe ; 
Soon clad I ween, where Nature needs no cloaths. 

Where, 
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Where, from tlmr yciitli c«ttc'd to winter-fkisSj^ 
Drefs and her vain reBnements thej defpife. 

Jockey, whofe ^lanly high-boa'd cheeks to ci^wiK 
With freckles {potted fiam'd the golden dowo^ 
With mikle art could on the bagpipes play> 
E'en from the rifing to the fettii^ day ; 
Sawney as long without remorfe could bawl 
Home's madrigals, and ditties from FingaL 
Oft at his firains, all natural tho' rude. 
The Highland la/s forgqt her want of food. 
And, whilft {ht/cratcb^d her lover into reft. 
Sunk pkas'd, tho' hungry, on her Sawney's breail. 

Far as the eye could reach, no tree was feen. 
Earth, clad in ruflet, fcorn*d the lively green^ 
The plague of loculls they fecurc defy. 
For in three hours a grafhopper mull die. 
No living thing, whate'er its food, feafts there. 
But the Cameleon, who can feaft on air. 
No birds, except as birds of paflage, flew. 
No bee was known to hum, no dove to coo. 
No ftreams as amber fmooth, as amber clear. 
Were feen to glide, or heard to warble here, 
Rebellion's fpring, which through the country ran, 
Furnifh'd, with bitter draughts, the fteady clan. 
No flow'rs embalm *d the air, but one white rofe. 
Which on the tenth of June by inftindl blows. 
By inftinft blows at morn, and, when the fhades 
Of drizzly eve prevail, by inftinft fades. 

One, and but one poor folitary cave. 
Too fparing of her favours^ Nature gave ; 

That 
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That one alone (hard tax on Stottijh pride !) 
Shelter at once for man and beaft fupplied. 
Tlieir fnarcs ^without entangling briers ipread. 
And thifHes, arm'd againil th' invader's head, . : 
Stood in clofe ranks all entrance to oppofe, 
ThiiUes now held mor6 precious than the rcfe. 
All creatures which, on Nature's earlicil plan. 
Were form'd. to loath, and to be loath'd by man. 
Which ow'd their birth to naftinefs and fpite, •, / 
Deadly to touch, and hateful to the fight. 
Creatures, which when admitted in the ark. 
Their faviour (hunnM, and rankled in the dark, ' 
Found place fiuithin : marking her noifome road 
With poifon's trail, here crawPd the bloated toad ; 
There w ebs were fpread of more than common fize. 
And half-ftarv'd fpiders prey'd on half- llarv'd flics ; 
In quell of food, efts ftrove in vain to crawl ; 
Slugs, pinch'd with hunger, fmear'd the flimywallj 
The cave around with hifling ferpents rung ; 
On the damp roof unhealthy vapour hung ; 
And F A M I N E, . />y her children airways .kno^-wn^ 
As prcud as poor, here fix'd her native throne. . ', 

Here, for the fullen fky was overcail. 
And fummer fhrunk beneath a wint'ry blaft, 
A native blaft, which, arm'd with hail and rain. 
Beat unrelenting on the naked fwain, . . , 

The boys for flicker made ; behind, the flieep. 
Of which thofe fliepherds every day take keep. 
Sickly crept on, and with complainings rude, . 
On Nature feem'd to c^'.li, ar;d;bleat for fcod, . • '• 

Vol. LXVI. G Jocket. 
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Siiif to this cave, by rempeft, we're corifin'd, 
^nd within hn our flocks^ lOider the wiiid* 
Safe from the pelting of this perilous ftortn. 
Are laid emong yon thiftles, dry and warm. 
What, Sawney, if by fhephierd's art we try 
7^0 mock the rigour of tbis cl"uel fky ? 
WhAt if we tune fome merry rcundelay ? 
Well doft thou fing, nor ill ddth Jockey play. 

S A W K E Y* 

Ah, Jockey, ill advifeft tihou, / luh^ 
To think of fongs at fuch a time as this. 
Sooner (hall herbage crown thefe barren rocksy 
Sooner fliall fleeces cloath thefe ragged fiocks> 
Sooner fliall want feize fliepherds of the fduth^ 
And we forget to live from hand to mouth. 
Than ^Sawney, oat of feafon, ftiall impart 
The fongs of gladnefs with an aching heart. 

Jockey. 
Still have I known thee for a Ally (wain ; 
Of things paft help, what boots it to complain ? 
Notliing but mirth can conquer fortune's fpite ; 
No (ky is heavy, if the heart be light : 
Patience is forrow's falve ; what can't be cur'd, 
1^0 Donald right areeds, muil be endur'd. 

5 AW N E Y. 

Full Ally fwaln, / *ivo/, is Jockey now'; 
How didft thou bear tlry Maggy's fallhood? how, 

Whca 
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When with a 'fordgnioon 'ftte bole 'away, 
Did'ft^&Ott'fttfW^ar'thjr pipe tiid ffiepKeWs lay '?« 
Where was thy boafted wif^om then, when* I *' 
Applied thoie proverbs, which yOa notv'a|>p!y ?;^ ' 

Jockey. y 

O Ihe was lonriy / All the Highlands round ; , , 
Was there a rival to my Maggy found 1. , . . -' 

More precious (tho' that precious is to all) 
Than the rare med'cine which we Brimftone call. 
Or that choice plant. To grateful to the nbfe,. 
Whiclf in I know^ rtot what far country 'grovvs,, ' 
Was Maggy unto me ; dear do I rue, 
A lafs fo fair fhould ever prov.e untrue.. 

S A w N E Y,,. 

Whether with pipe or fong to charm the cari» 
Thro' all the land did Jamie ftnd a peer r . 
Curs'd be that year by ev'ry hortell Scot,. . . 

And in the (liepherd's calendar forgot. 
That fatal year, when Jamie,, haplefs fwain,. 
In evil hour forfook the peaceful plain,. 
Jamie,, when our young Laird difcrcetly fled. 
Was feiz'd and hanged till he was dead, dead, deadL. 

J C K E Y... 

Full forely. may we all lament that daj j? 
For all were lofers in the deadly fray. 
Five brothers had I, on the Scottifti plains,. 
Well doft thou know were none more hopeful f\Vai9S^.j, 
Five brothers - there I loft, in manhood's pride. 
Two in the field, aid: three on g^ibbets died :. 

G 2 MA 
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Ah ! filly fwains» to follow war's alarms ! 

Ah ! what hath ihepherd's life to do with arms ! 

Sawney. 
Mention it not— There faw I ftrangers clad 
In all the honours of our ravifh'd flaidy 
Saw the Ferrara too, our nation's pride. 
Unwilling grace the aukward vigor's lide. 
There fell our choiceft youth, and from that day 
Mote never Sawney tune the merry lay ; 
Blefs'd thofe which fell 1 curs'd thofe which ilill furvivc. 
To mourn Fifteen renew 'd in Fortj-f<ve, • 



Thua plain'd the Boys, when from her throne of turf. 
With bpils embofs'd, and overgrown witli fcurf. 
Vile humours, which, in life's corrupted well, 
Mix'd at the birth, not abdinence could quell. 
Pale Famine rear'd the head : her eager eyes. 
Where hunger e'en to madnefs feem'd to rife. 
Speaking aldud her throes and pangs of heart, 
Strain'd to get loofe, and from their orbs to ftart; 
Her hollow cheeks were each a deep-funk cell. 
Where wretchednefs and horror lov'd to dwell ; 
With double rows of ufelefs tefcth fupplied. 
Her mouth, from ear to ear, extended wide. 
Which, when for want of food her entrails pin'd. 
She op'd, and curfing fwallow'd nought but wind ; 
All fhrivell'd was her fkin, and here and there. 
Making their way by force, licr bones lay bare : 

Such 
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Sttch filthy fight to hide from huttati view. 
O'er hbr foul limbs a tatter'd plaid (he tht-^v(F>. 

Ceafe, cried the goddefs, ceafe, defp^ring fwains. 
And from a parent hear what Jove ordains ! 

Pent in this barren corner of the ifle. 
Where partial fortune never deign'd to fmile ; 
Like' Nature's baftards, reaping for our (hare 
What was rejedlcd by the lawful heir ; 
Unknowti amongft the nations of the earth. 
Or only known to raife contempt and mirth ; 
Long free, becaufe the race of Roman braves 
'J bought it not worth their while to make us flaves '; 
Then into bondage by that nation brought, 
Whofe ruin we for ages vainly fought j 
Whom ftiH with unflack'd hate we view, and flill. 
The pow'r of mifchief loft, retain the will ; 
ConfiderM as the refufe of mankind, 
A mafs till the laft moment left behind. 
Which frugal Nature doubted, as it lay. 
Whether to (lamp with life, or throw away ; 
Which, form*d in hafte, was plantfed in this nook, ' 
But never enter'd in Creation's book ; 
Branded as traitors, who for love of gold 
Would fell their God, as once their King they fold ; 
Long have we borne this mighty weight of ill, 
Thefe vile injurious taunts, and bear them ftill. 
But times of happier note are now at hand. 
And the full promife of a better land : 
Thcrcy like the Sons of I/rael, having trod, 
For the fix'd term of years ordain'd by God, 

G 3 A barren 
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A barren, dcfert^ we {i\^\\{c}:^ ficji ijl^n?,^ 
Where milk with hon^y flows^ and pl^ty. reigns* 
With fome few natives join'4^ fome pliant few. 
Who worihip int'reft, an^ bur track, purfue^ 
There (hall we, tho' tJie wretchect people grieve,. 
Ravage at large, npr aflc the owners leave. 

For us*, the earth (hall brin^ forth her increafe.; 
For us,, the flocks Ihallwear a golden fleece; 
Fat beeves fhall yield us dainties not our own^ 
And the grape bleed a nedar yet unknown ; 
For our advantage fhall their harvefts grow* 
And Scot/men reap what they difdain'd to fpw ;. 
For us, the fun fhall climb the eaftern hill ; 
For us, the rain fhall fall, the dew diflil ; 
When to our wifhes Nature cannot rif&, 
Art fhall be tafk'd to grant us frefh fupplies^ 
His brawny arm fhall drudgin.g Lfho^r Urain, 
And for our pleafure fuffer daijy p^in j 
Trade fhall for us exert her. utmofl pow'rs^ 
Her'sall the toil, and all the profit, our>; 
Por u^, the oak fhall from his native fleep . 
Defcend, and fearlefs travel thro' the deep.; 
The fail of Commerce for our ufe unfurl'd. 
Shall waft the treafures of each diflant woyld ; 
For us, fublimer heights vCiall Science reach. 
For us, their Statefmen plot, their Churchmeii preach » 
Their nobleft limbs of counfel we'll disjoint. 
And, mocking, new ones of our own appoint ; 
Devouring W^r, imprifon'd in the north, 
>i»haU, at our call, in horrid pomp bre^k forth. 



And 
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And when» hb ohi^pt wheels with thunder hung. 
Pell Difcprd hrsiying mth her braaxn tongue. 
Death in the van, wi(h Anger, Hate, and Fear, 
And Deiplation talking in the. rear. 
Revenge, by Jullice guided, in his tram, 
He drives impetuous o'er the trembling- plain. 
Shall, at our bidding, qiut his lawful prey. 
And to meek, gende, gen'rous Peace give way. 

Think not, my Tons, that this fo bkfsM eftate 
Stands at a diftance on the roll of fate ; 
Already big with hopes of future (way. 
E'en from this cave I foent my deftin'd prey. 
Think not, that this dominion o'er a race, 
WhoTe former deeds^ (hall Time*s laft annals graccj 
In the rough face of peril muH be fought. 
And with the lives of thoufands dearly bought ; 
JJo — fool'd by cunning, by that happy art 
Which laughs to fcorn. the blundiering hero's heart. 
Into the fnare fhall our kind neighbours fall 
With open eyes, and fondly give us all. 

When Rome, to prop her finking empire, bore 
Their chQipeft levies to a foreign fliore. 
What if we feiz'di like a deftroying flood. 
Their widow'd plains, and fiU'd the realm with blood. 
Gave an unbounded loofe to manly rage. 
And fcorning mercy, fpar'd nor fcx nor age ; 
When, for our int'reft too mighty grown, 
Monarchs of warlike bent poffefs'd the throne*. 
What if we ftrove divifions to fomentj^ . 
And fpread th^ flames of civil difcoQtQnt,. 

G 4 Affifted 
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Aflifl;ed thofe who 'gainft their king nade hcacF» 

And g ive the traitors refuge wkem they fled ; 

When fefUefs Glory bad her ions advance. 

And pitched her ftandard in the fields of France ; 

What if, difd^ning oaths, and empty ibondj 

£y whicli our nation never ihall be bound. 

Bravely we taught unmuzzled war to roam 

Thro' .the .weak land, and brought cheap laurels home ; 

When the bold traitors leagued br the defence 

Of Law, Religion, Liberty and Senfe, 

When they againft their lawful monarch rofe. 

And dar'd.the Lord's Anointed to oppofe. 

What if we ftill rever'd the baniih'd race, 

And.Hrove the Royal Vagrants to replace. 

With fierce rebellions ihook th' unfettlcd ftatc. 

And greatly dar*d, the' crofs'd by partial fate 5 

Thefe ifafts, which might, where wifdom held the fway, 

Aw^e the very itones to bar our way, 

TJbere fliall be nothing, nor. one trace remain 

Jn the dull region of an Englilh brain. 

Blefsid with th^t /ait/?, which mountains can remove, 

J^irft they Ihall 4/upes, next faints, laft martyrs prove. 

Already is this game of fate begun 
Under the fandion of my darling fon : 
That fon, of nature royal as his name, 
Js deftin'jd to redeem our race from Ihame 5 
,His boundlefs pow'r, beyond example great. 
Shall make the rough way fmooth, the crooked ilraight. 
Shall for our eafe the raging floods rellrain. 
And (ink the mountain level to the plain. 

Difcordi* 
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Difcord, whom in aeavem under grotmd 
With mafly fcttcrfr th«eif late Patriot bound. 
Where her own fleih the iitri^us hag might tear» 
And vent her curfes to the vacant air. 
Where, that fhe never might be heard of, more* . 
He planted Loyalty to guard the door. 
For better porpofe fhall our Chief releafe, 
Difgoife her for a time, and call her Peace. 

Lur'd by that name, fine engine of deceit. 
Shall the weak Englifh hdp themfelves to cheat ; • 
To gain our love, with honours fhall they grace 
The old adherents of the Stuart race, 
Wiio pointed out, no matter by what name, 
Tories or Jacobites are ftill the fame. 
To foothe our rage, the tempbrifing brood 
Shall bre^k the ties of truth and gratitude, 
Againil their faviopr venom'd fallhoods frame. 
And brand with calumny their William's name ; 
To win ouK grace, (rare argument of wit) 
To our untainted faith (hall they commit 
(Our faith which, in extremell perils tried, 
Difc^in'd, and ftill difdains, to change her fide) 
That facred. Majefty they all approve. 
Who moll enjoys, and beil deferves their love. 
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WILLIAM HOGARTH. 

AMONGST the fons of men ho^.few are known 
Who dare Ijc juft to merit nptitheir oiyn ! 
Superior virtue and fuperior f^nfe 
To knaves s^nd fools will always give oftiaice ; 
Nay, m^ of real worth can fcfl^'cely bear-. 
So nice is Jealoufy, a rival there. 

Be wicked as thou wilt, do all. that's bale* 
Proclaim thyfelf the monfter of thy race ; 
Let Vice and" FoUy thy black foul divide> 
Be prondwith meannefs> and be mean with pride; 
Deaf to the voice of faith and honour, fall 
From fidp. to fide, yet be of none at sdl ; 
Spurn all thofe charities, thofe facred ties. 
Which Nature in her bounty, good as wife. 
To work our fafety, and enfure her plan, 
Contriv'd to bind, and rivet man to man ; 
Lift againft Virtue power's oppreffive rod, 
Bfetray thy country, and deny thy God ; 

And, 
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Ajidp ia.OQe ge^'i;2j comprehqn^e linp. 

To group^ wjiich. yp^mes fc^arcely could define, 

Whate*er of fin and d^llnefs can be faid. 

Join to a F 's heart a D— — ^^-^'s head ; 

Yet may 'ft thou p^fs unnoticed in the throng. 
And, free from envy, fafely fneak along, - 
The rigid faint, by whpm no mercy's ftiew3> 
To faints vvhofe.livqs are better than his own. 
Shall fparethy crimes ; and Wit, who nevc^ once 
Forgave a brother, Ihajl forgive. a dunce. 
Batibpuld thy. foul, form'd in fpme lucklefs hour^ 
Vile int'refl fcora> nor madly grafp at ppw'r j 
Should love q£ fapie, in ev'ry noble mind 
A brave difeafe^ vyitb love of virile join'd. 
Spur thee tp deeds of gith, where courage, tried 
In Reafo;^'s coufX, is apiply juftified ; 
Or fond of knowledge, and ayerfe-to.ftriie, 
Should'ft thou, prefer the calmer walk. of life; 
Should'fl thou, by pale and fickly Study led, 
Purfue coy Science to the fountain-head ; 
Virtue thy guide, and Public Good thy end, 
Should ev'ry thought, to our improvem^ tepd» . 
To curb the paffions, to enlarge the mind. 
Purge the iick weal, and humanize mankind ; 
llage in her eye, and malice in her breall. 
Redoubled horror grinning on her i|"eft. 
Piercer each fnake, and ftiarpqr ev'ry dart, 
Quick from her cell fnall madd'ning Envy ftar^ 
Then ihalt thou find, but find alas ! too late^^ 
How vain is worth I how fhort is glory's date ! 

Then 
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Then fhalt thou iind^ whUft friends with foes confpire 
To give more proof than virtue would defire. 
Thy danger chiefly lies in adting well ; 
No crime's (o great as daring to excel. 
Whilft Satire thus, difdaining mean controul, 
Urg'd the free diftates of an honeft foul, 
Candour, who, with the charity of Paul, 
Still thinks the beft, whene'er fhe thinks at all. 
With 'the fweet milk of human kindnefs blefs*d. 
The furious ardour of my zeal reprefs'd. 

Can'ft thou, with more than ufual warmth, (he cry'd, 
Thy malice to indulge, and feed thy pride, 
Can'ft thou, fevere by Nature as thou art. 
With all that wond'rous rancour in thy heart. 
Delight to torture Truth ten thoufand ways, 
' To fpin detradion forth from themes of praife. 
To make Vice fit for purpofes of flrife. 
And draw the hag much larger than the life. 
To make the good feem bad, the bad feem worfe. 
And reprefent our nature as our curfe ? 
Doth not humanity condemn that zeal 
Which tends to aggravate and not to heal ? 
Doth not difcretion warn thee of difgrace. 
And danger grinning Hare thee in the face ; 
Loud as the drum, which fpreading terror round 
From emptinefs a^uirf»s the pcw'r of found ? 
Doth not the voice of Norton ftrike thy ear. 
And the pale Mansfield chill thy foul with fear ? 
Do'ftthou, fond man, believe thyfelf fecure, 
Becaufe thou^rt honeft, and becaufe thou'rt poor ? 
' Do^ll 
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Do'ft thou o& law and liberty depend ? 

Turn, tarn thy eyes, and view thy injur'd friend. , 

Art thou beyond the ruffian gripe of pow'r ? 

When Wilkes, prejudged, is fentenc'd to the Tow'r ? 

Do'fl thou by privilege evemption claim. 

When privilege is little more than name ? 

Or to prerogative (that glorious ground 

On which ftate-fcoundrels oft have fafety found) 

Do'il thou pretend, and there a fandion find, 

Unpunifti'd, thus to libel human kind ? 

When poverty, the poet's conftant crime, 
Compeird thee, all unfit, to trade in rime. 
Had not romantic notions turn'd thy head, 
Had'ft thou not valu'd honour more than bread. 
Had int'rell, pliant int'reil, been thy guide. 
And had not prudence been debauch'd by pride. 
In flattery's ftream thou would'il have dipp'd thy pen. 
Applied to great, and net to honefl men. 
Nor (hould convidlion have feduc'd thy heart 
To take the weaken tho' the better part. 

What but rank folly, for thy curfe decreed. 
Could into Satire's barren path miflead. 
When, open to thy view, before thee lay 
Soul- foothing Panegyric's flow'ryway? 
There might the Mufe hare faunter'd at her cafe. 
And, pleafmg others, leam'd herfelf to pleafe ; 
Lories fhbuld have lilten'd to the fugar'd treat, ; 

And ladies, fimp'ring, own'd it vaftly fweet ; 
Rogues, in thy prudent verfe with virtue grac'd^ 
Fco/s, mark'd by thee as prodigies of taile^ 

^ • ' Muft 
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Muft have forMd, pooling prcfcnnerits down, 
Suth Wit, fuch Triith as thine to quit the gown. 
Thy faci-ed b'rtthreh too (for they no lefs 
Than layirien, bring their offerings to fuccefs) 
Had ha^'d thee good if great, and paid the vow 
Sincere as that they pay to God, whifli thou 
In Iwwn hadft whifper'd to a fleeping croud. 
As dull as R , and half as proud. 

Peace, Candour!— Wifely had'ft thou faid, and wellj 
Could int'relt in this breaft one moment dwell. 
Could (hfe, with profpedl of luccefs, oppofe 
The firm Vefolves which from convldlion rofe. 
I cannot trdckle to a fool of ftate. 
Nor tike a favour from the man I hate. 
Free leave have others by fuch means tO (hine ; 
I fcorn their pradice, they may laugh at mine. 

But in tliis charge, forgetful of thyfelf. 
Thou haft affum'd the maxims of that elf. 
Whom God in wrath for man's difhonour fram^^. 
Cunning in Heav'n, amongft us Prudence nam'd, 
Thaty^//^ Prudence which I leave to thofe 
Who dare not be my friends, can't be my foes. 

Had 1 with crii'el and bppYeffive rimes 
Purfu^d, and tufh'd misfortunes into crimes ; 
Had I, when Virtue gafping lay and low, 
Join'd tyrant Vi<^e, and added woe to woe ; 
Had I made Modefty in bluihes fpeak. 
And drawn the tear d6wn Beauty's fkcrcd check ; 
Had I (damn'd then) in thought debas'd my lays. 
To wound that fex which -honour bids me praife; 

m 
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Had I, from Vengeance by baife vieWs betray *d, 
Inendlefs night funk injnf'd Ayliff's (hade; 
Had I (which Stftiri^ of mighty name> 
Renown'd in rime, rerer'd for moral fame> 
Have done beifbre, whom Jaftice ihall porfue 
In future verfe) brought forth to public view 
A noble friend> and made his foibles knoVvn, 
Beeaafe his worth was greater than my own ; 
Had I fpar'd thofe (fo Prudence had decreed) 
Whom, God fo help me at my greateft need, 
I ne*er will fpare, thofe vipers to their King, 
Who fmooth their lopks, and flatter whilfl they ftihg^ 
Or had I not uught patriot zeal to boaft 
Of thofe, who flatter leaft, but love him moft ; 
Had I thus finn'd, my flubborn foul fhould bend 
At Candour's voice, atid take, as from a £Hend> 
The deep rebuke ; myfelf ihould be the firft 
To hate myfelf, and (lamp my Mufe accurs'd. 
But (hall my arm-* forbid it manly pride> 
Forbid it Reafon, warring on my (ide— 
For vengeance lifted high, the ftroke forbear> 
And hang fufpended in the defart air. 
Or to my trembling fide urinerv'd firik down, 
Paliied,^ forfooth, by Candour's half-made frown ? 
When Juflice bids me on, (hall I delay 
Bccaufe inlipid Candour bars my way ? 
When (he, of all alike the puling friend. 
Would di(appoint my Satire's nobleft end. 
When (he to villains would a fandtion give. 
And (helter thofe who are not fit to«liTe> 

When 



Digitized by Google 



%6 ^ CHUllCHILL'i POSMS. ^ 

When (he would fcreen the gaUty. from 9 hh^» t 
And bids me fpare whomReafon bids me cr«(h» 
All leagues with Candour proudly I reiign ; 
She cannot he for honour's turn, nor mine. 

Yet come^ cold monitor, half foe, half fiicndi 
Whom Vice can't fear, whom Virtue can't commend. 
Come Candour, by tJiy dull indiff'rence known, . 
Thou equal -blooded judge, thou lukewarm drone« 
Who, fafhion'd without feelings, doil expcd. 
We call that Virtue which we know Defed ; 
Come, and obferve the nature of our crimes. 
The grofs and rank complexion of the times, 
Obferve it well, and then review my plan; 
Praife if ycu will, or cenfure if you can.. 

Whilll Vice prefumptuous lords it as in fpprt. 
And Piety is only known at court; 
Whilft wretched Liberty expiring lies 
Beneath the fatal burthen of Excife ; 
Whilft nobles a(5l, without one touch of (hame. 
What men of humble rank would bluih to name ; 
Whilft Honour's plac'd in high eft point of view, 
Worftiipp'd by thofe, who juftice never knew ; 
Whilft bubbles of diftindtion wafte in play 
The hours of reft, and blunder thro' the d y^ 
With dice and cards opprobrious vigils keep. 
Then turn to ruin empires in their fleep ; 
Whilft fathers, by relentlefs paifion led. 
Doom worthy injur'd fons to beg their bread. 
Merely with ill -got, ill-fa v'd weahh to grace 
An alien, abjccl, poor, proud, upilart race ; , 

Whilil 
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Whilft Martin flatters only to betray. 
And Webb gives up his dirty foul for pay ; 
Whilll tides ferve to hufh a viHain's fears ; 
Whilft peers are agents made, and agents peers ; 
Whilfl bafe betrayers are themfelves betray*d. 
And makers ruin'd by the thing they made ; 
Whilft G— — , falfe to God and ntan, for gold. 
Like the old traitor who a Saviour fold. 
To (hamehis mafter, friend, and father gives ; 
Whilft Bute remains in pow'r, whilft Holland lives ; 
Can Satire want a fubyedl, where Difdain, 
By Virtue fir'd, may point her fharpeft ftrain ; 
Wbiere cloath'd with thunder. Truth may roll along, . 
And Candour juftify the rage of fong f 

Such things ! fuch men before thee I fuch an age ! 
Where Rancour, great as thine, may glut her rage^ 
And ficken e'en' to furfeit, where the pride 
Of Satire, pouring down in fulled tide, . 
May fpread wide vengeance royiftd, yet all the while 
Juflice behold the ruin with a fmile ; 
Whilft I, thy foe mifdeem'd, cannot condemn. 
Nor difapprove that rage f wifh to ftem^ 
Wilt thiou, degenerate and corrupted, chufe 
To foil the credit of thy haughty Mufe ? 
With fallacy, mofi infamous, to ilain 
Her truth > and render all her anger vain ? 
When I beheld thee incorred, but bold,. 
A various comment on the ftage unfold ; 
When play*rs oh playVs before thy fat' re fell, . 
And poor Reviews confplr'd thy wrath to fweU ; • 

Vol. LXVI. H When 
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When ftates and i^t«fai4n oi&xt becjume thy carc> 
And only kings were fafe if tho^ ivafl:' there ; . 
Thy ev'ry word I weigfa'd in judgment's fcale,. 
And in thy «v'ry word found truth prevail. 
Why doft thou now to falihood meanly fly ? 
Not even Candour can forgive a lye. 

fiad as men are, why fhould thy frantic rimes 
Traffic in flander, and invent new crimes ? - 
Crimes, which exiHing only in thy mind. 
Weak fpleen brings forth to blacken all. mankind. 
By pleagfmg hopes y^e lure the human heart • 
To pradHfe virtue, and improve in art ; 
To thwart thefe ends, (which proud of hone;ft fame> 
A noble Mufe would cheriih and enflame) 
Thy liru^/ge contrives, and in our full career 
Sicklies our hopes with the pale hue of fear 5 
Tells us that all our labours are in vain ; 
That what we feek, we never can obtain 5 
That dead to Virtue, loft to Nature's plan. 
Envy poffefTes the whole race of man ; 
That worth is criminal, and danger lies. 
Danger extreme, in being good and wife. 

'Tis a rank falihood ; fearch the world arouudi* 
There cannot be fo vile a monfter found, 
Npt one fo vile, on whom fufpicions fall 
Of that grofs guilt, which you impute tp all. 
Approv'd by thofe who difobey her laws. 
Virtue from Vice itfelf extorts applaufe. 
Her very foes bear witnefs to her ftj^tej 
They will not love her^ but they cannot hate. 

.Hat: 
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Hate Virfud for* \ittMf, with fpite parfufe' ' ' 

Merit for merit's fjtke ! Might this bn tftie, . •. 

I would renounce my Nature with difdain, " ' 

And with the beads that peri(h graze the pJain : 

Might this be true, hid we fo far- fillM up 

Th? meafure of our crimes, and from the cup • 

Of guilt fo deeply drank, as not to find, 

Thiriiing for fni, one drop, one dreg behind^ / 

Quick ruin mull involve this flaming ball. 

And Providence in juftice cruJh us all. 

None but the damn'd, and amongft them the worft, 

Thcfe who for double guilt are doubly curs'd. 

Can be fo loft ; nor can the worlf of all 

At once into fuch deep damnation fall ; 

By painful flow degrees they reach this crimc> 

Which e'en in hell muft be a work of time, 

Ceafe then thy guilty rage, thou wayward fon. 

With the foul gall of difcontent o'er- run. 

Lift to my voice — behoneft, if you can. 

Nor flander Nature in her fay'rite Man. 

But if thy fpirit, refolute in ill. 

Once having err'd, perfifts in error ftill. 

Go on iit large, no longer worth my care. 

And freely vent thofe blafphemies in air. 

Which I would ftamp as falfe, tho' on the tongue 

Of angels the injurious flander hung. 

Dup'd by thy vanit^ (that cunning elf 
Who fnares the coxcomb to deceive hirafelf ) 
Or blinded by that rage, did*ft thou believe 
That we too, coolly, Vv'ould ourfclve* deceive?. 
'• ' H 2 That 
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That we as fterling falfhood would admit> 
Bccaufc 'twas feafon'd with fomc little wit? 
When fiftion rifes pleafmg to the eye. 
Men will believe, becaufe they love the lie ; 
But Truth herfelf, if clouded with a frown, 
Muft have fome folemn proof to pafs her down. 
Hail thou, maintaining that which muH difgrace 
And bring into contempt the human race. 
Haft thou, or can' ft thou, in Truth's facred court. 
To fave thy credit, and thy caufe fupport. 
Produce one proof, make out one real ground 
On which fo great, fo grofs a charge to found ! 
Nay, do*ft thou know one man (let that appear. 
From wilful fallhood Til proclaim thee clear) 
One man fo loft, to Nature fo untrue. 
From whom this gen'ral charge thy raflmefs drew ? 
On this foundation fhalt thou ftand or fall— 
Prove that in One, which you have charg'd on AIL 
Reafon determines, and it muft be done ; 
'Mongft men," or paft, or prefent, name me One. 
Hogarth — I take thee. Candour, at thy word. 
Accept thy profter'd terms, and will be heard ; 
Thee have I heard with virulence declaim. 
Nothing retain'd of Candour but the name ; 
By thee have I been charg\i in angry ftrains 
With that mean falftiood which my foul difdains — 
Hogarth ftand forth — Nay hang not tkus aloof — 
Now, Candour, now thou ftialt receive fuch proof. 
Such damning proof, that henceforth thou fhalt fear 
To tax my wrath, and own my condudl clear — 

Hogarth 
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Hogarth Hand forth— I dare thee to be tried 

In that great court, where Confcience muft prefide ; 

At that moft folemn bar hold up thy hand ; 

Think before whom, on what account, you ftand — 

Speak, but confider well— from fir ft to laft 

Review thy life, weigh ev'ry action paft— 

Nay, you fhall have no reafon to complain — 

Take longer time, and view them o*er again — 

Can'ft thou remember from thy earlieft youth. 

And as thy God mull judge thee> fpeak the truth, 

A fingle inftance where, Jelf laid afide> 

And juftice taking place of fear and pride> 

Thou with an equal eye did'ft Genius view. 

And give to merit what was merit's due ? 

Genius and merit are a fare offence. 

And thy foul fickens at the name of fenfe* 

Is any one fo foolilh to fucceed. 

On Envy's altar he is doom'd to bleed ? 

Hogarth, a guilty pleafure in his eyes> 

The place of executioner fuf)plies. 

See how he glotes, enjoys the facred feall> 

And proves himfelf by cruelty a prieft. 

Whilft the" weak artift, to thy whims a flave> 
Would bury all thoFe pow'rs which Nature gave. 
Would fufFer blank concealnient to obfcure 
Thofe rays, thy jealoufy could not endure ; 
To feed thy vanity would rull unknown. 
And to fecure thy credit blaft his own. 
In Hogarth he was fufe to find a friend ; 
He could not fear, and therefore might commend. 

H 3 But 
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But when hb fpirit, roms'd by hopeft (Imme^ 
Shook off t'lat lethargy, and foar'd to fktae» 
When, with the pride of man, jcfoli^'d and ftrong. 
He fcorn'd thofe fears which did his honour wrong. 
And, on himfelf determinfd to rciy. 
Brought forth his labours to the public eye. 
No friend in thee, could fuch a jebel know; 
He had defert, and Hogarth was his foe. 

Souls of a rim'rous caiV, of petty name 
.In Envy's court, not yet quite dead to fhama, 
May fome remorfe, fome qualms of confcience feel," 
And fufFer honour to abate their zeal; 
But the roan truly and complcatly great. 
Allows no rule of adion but his hate ; 
Thro' ev'ry bar he bravely breaks his way^ 
Pafiion his principle, and parts his prey. 
Mediums in vice and virtue fpeak a mind 
Within the ,pale of temperance confin'd ; 
The daring fpirit fcorns her narrow fchemes, . . 
And, :good or bad, is always in cr-ftremes. 

Man's pra(5tice duly weigh'd, thro' ev'ry age , 
On the fame plan hath Envy formal her ragi; : 
'Gainft thofe whom fortune hath our rivals made . 
Jn way of Science, and in way of Trade, 
Stung with mean jealoufy Ihe arms her ipite, 
Firft works, then views their ruin with delight. 
Our Hogarth here a grand improver Ihincs, 
And nobly on the gen'ral plan refines ; 
He like himfelf o'erleaps the fervile bound; 
Worth is his mark, wherever worth is found. 

Should 
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Should paiAOers only* his vtaft wrath HiBcc f . 
Genius in «v'r)r walk is lawful priac* ' 
*Tis a grbfs irifult tohis. overgrown -ftate; ; . 
His iov€ to iaeritis to feel his hate. 

When Wilkes, omr country man, our common fiiei^d* 
Arofe, his king, hi^ country to defend^ 
When tools of pow'r he bar'd to public view. 
And from their holes the fneaking cowards drewi 
When Rancoar found it far beyond her reach 
To foil his honour, and hi$^ truth impeach> 
What could, induce thee, at a time and pldce. 
Where manly foes had blufli'd to Ihew , their face> * 
To make that effort, which muft damn thy name, : 
And fink thee deep, deep in ihy grave with fhame^ 
Did virtue move thee / No, 'twais pride, rank pride. 
And if thou hadfi not done it, thou hadil dy -d« 
Malice (who, difappointed of her end. 
Whether to work the bane of foe or friend. 
Preys on herfelf, and driven to the ilake. 
Gives Virtue that revenge ihe fcorns to take) 
Had kill 'd thee, tott'ring on life's utmoft verge. 
Had Wilkes and Liberty efcap'd thy fcourge. 

When that great Charter, which our fathers bought 
With their beil blood, was into queHion brought ; 
When, big with ruin, o'er each Engliih he^d . 
Vile ilav'ry hung fufpended by a thread ; 
Whei^Iaberty, all trembling and aghail, 
Fcar'd for the future, knowing what was paft ; 
Wheii ev'ry bread was chill'd with deep defpair, : 
Till reafim poiited oat that Pratt was there ; 

H 4 Lurking, 
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Lurkingj w(Qft jrpjfism-Hke, .bffhurd^L fpre<?n, . r, ,i \ 
So plac'd s^ tluag$i.(o fee,; himfcif ijwfceo, .. ■; .. ' 
Virtue, with .^ue^ cotiitwwpi,^fawiiDg4r.fh/.ft2wd> 
The murd'rous pencil in 'bi» : pulfled hand. ' ; • . ' > i 
What waS' tke oaxiiia of Libnrty rto htm^ 
Or what waft Hf^nourJ Lot them, fink oirTwim* 
So he may. gratify without controul^ 
The mean refentments of his felfilh. fotiJ. 

:Let Freedom pcrifti> if> to Freedom tr«c. 
In the fame ruin Wilkes may pcrifh too. 
With all'thp fymptoms of affur'd decay. 
With age anddcknefs pinch 'd^ and worn'^away> 
Pale quiv'ring lips, lank cheeks,. and fauit'ring tonguef, 
The fpirit^ out of tune, the nerves usiftrung. 
Thy body (hriveU'd up, thy dim eyes funk 
Within their fockets deep, thy wtok hams (hrunk 
The body's weight unable to faftain. 
The ftream of life fcarce trembling thro* the vein, 

^ More than half-kill'd by honeft truths, which fell, • 
Thro' thy own fault, from men who willi'd thee weH, 
Can'ft thou, e'en thus, thy thoughts to vengeaace give, 
And, dead to all tilings- dfe, to malice live i 
Hence, dotard, to thyiclofet, (hut thee in. 
By deep repentance wafli away thy fm. 
From haunts of men to ihame and forrow fly. 
And, on the verge of death, learn how to die* 
Vain exhortation ! Wafh the Ethiop white, ^ 
Difcharge the leopard's fpots, turn day to night* 
Controul the conrfe of Nature, bid the deep 
Hufh at thy pigmy voice her waves to flcep. 

Perform 
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Perform things fiallfeglltiin^^, y^c own tlify al^t - 
Too weak t6't^^k a chahge iii -Aich ^heai'tJ ! • 
9^>^/7/ BttVy which' vlrtswoY^ Sft^hefrafce ^''' • ^' ' 
-At firft, wL'l to the laft-r^maln the 'faitie,- :^n t. ri 
Reafon may droop>. may die^ biit -Envy* stage - "/ 
Improves by time^ and gathers ftrcaigth- froai ag«rf' *• » 
Some, and not few, vain triflers with the pen, • ' 

Unread, unpra^is'd in the ways of men. 
Tell us that Envy, who- with giant ilride 
Stalks thro' the vale of life -by Virtue's fldej 
Retreats when fhe hath drawn her lateft breath. 
And calmly hears her praifes after death. 
To fuch obfervers Hogarth gives the lie ; 
Worth may behears'd, but Envy cannot die.; ■ 
Within the manfion of his gloomy brcaft, 
A maniron fuited well to fuch a gueft. 
Immortal, unimpaired fhe rears her head> 
And damns alike the living and the dead. 

Oft have I known thee, Hogarth, weak and=vam^ 
Thyfelf the idol of thy aukward Itrain, 
Thro' the dull meafure of a fummer's day. 
In phrafe moft vile, prate long long hours away, 
Whilft friends with friends all gaping fit, and gaate 
To hear a Hogarth babble Hogarth's praife. 
•liut if athwart thee interruption came. 
And mention'd with refpedl fome ancient's name. 
Some ancient's name, who in the days of yore 
The crown of Art with greateft honour wore. 
How have I feen thy coward cheek turn pale. 
And blank confu/ion fi^ize thy mangled tale ! 

How 
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How hath thy jealoufjr to madnefs grrtwtf, ' . 

And deem'd his pralfc injurious to thy <)Wttr ' 

Then without mercy did thy wrath' nia'ke' way. 

And Arts and Artifts all beCaftie'thy frty j '' 

Then did*ftthoatrampTeo^eftabli{h*d[ rules. 

And proudly levejl'd afl the ancient fchbols. 

Condemned thofe works, with praife thro' ages gracMi 

Which you had never feen, or could riot tafte. 

** Biit would mankind have true perfeflion lliewn, 

*' It moil be found in labours of my own, 

** I dare to challenge in one fingle piece, 

" Th* united force of Italy and Greece.** 

Thy eager hand the curtain then undrew. 

And brought the boafted mafter-piece to view. 

Spare thy remarks — fay not a fingle word— 

The pidure feen, why is the painter heard ? 

Call not up (hame and anger in our cheeks ; 

Without a comment Sigifmunda fpeaks. 

Poor Sigifmunda ! what a fate is thine ! 

Dryden, the great High-Prieftof all the Nine, 

Aeviv^d thy name, gave what a Mufe could give. 

And in his numbers bade thy mem'ry live ; 

Gave thee thofe foft fenfations, which might move 

And warm the coldell anchorite to love ; 

Gave thee that virtue which could curb defire. 

Refine and confecrate love's headftrong fire ; 

Gave thee thofe griefs which made the ftoic feel, 

And call'd compaffion forth from hearts of fteel ; 

Gave thee that firmnefs which Our fex may Ihame, 

And make Man bow to Woman's juftcr claim, 

^ So 
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So that our \^^^^ .vfhkh iiom cofpp,aifioii flow, . 

Seem to 4?)b^fe tfcy. dignity of woe.. . , 

But O, iiQ)v ,mu^ , unlike ! how fairn ! how cKang*dl 

How much fjL.pm Natii.ce .?ind herfelf eftrangM I 

How totally deprived of a}l the povy'rs 

To fhew hq: feelings, ^nd. awaken curs. 

Doth Sigifmunda now devoted ftand, 

T'he helplefs vidim of :a Dauber's hand 1 

But why, my Hogarth, fuch a progrefs made* 
So rare a pattern for the fign-poH trade. 
In the full force and whirlwind of thy pride. 
Why was Heroic painting laid afide ? 
Why is it not refum'd ? Thy friends at court. 
Men all in place and pow'j, crave thy fupport^ 
Be grateful then for once, and, thro' the field 
Of politics, thy £^ic pencil wield. 
Maintain the caufe, which they, good lack ! avow. 
And would maintain too, but they know not how. 

Thro' evVy Pnntiel let thy virtue tell 
How Bute prevailed. How Pitt and Temple fell I 
Hov/ England's fons (whom they confpir'd to blefs 
Againit our will, v^ith iniblent fuccefs) 
Approve their fall, and with addreffes run* 
How got, God knov/s, to hail the Scottifli fun ! 
Point out our fame in war, when vengeance, hurl'd 
From the firong arm of Jullice, fhock the world ; 
Thine, and thy country's honour to encreafe> 
Point out the honours of fucceeding peace ; 
Our moderation, chriftian-like, difplay. 
Shew what we got, and what we gave away. 

In 
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In colours, dull and heavy as the tale. 
Let a Stafe-chzos thro' the whole prevail. 

But, of events regardlefs, whilft the Mufe, 
Perhaps with too much heat, her theme purfues; 
Whilft her quick fpirits roufe at Freedom's call. 
And ev'ry drop of biood is tum'd to gall ; 
Whilft a dear countrv, and an injur'd friend. 
Urge my ftrong anger to the bltt'reft end ; 
Whilft honeft trophies to revenge are rais'd. 
Let not one real virtue pafs unprais'd : 
Juftice with equal courfe bids Satire flow. 
And loves the virtue of her greateft foe. 

O ! that I here could that rare Virtue mean. 
Which fcoms the rule of Envy, Pride, and Spleen, 
Which fprings not from the laboured works of Art, 
But hath its rife from Nature in the heart. 
Which in itfelf with happinefs is crown'd. 
And fpreads with joy the bleffing all around ! 
But Truth forbids, and in tliefe fimple lays. 
Contented with a diiF'rent kind of praife, 
Muft Hogarth ftand : that praife which Genius gives. 
In which to lateft time the Jrnjf lives. 
But not the Man ; which, rightly underftood. 
May make us great, but cannot make us good ; 
That praife be Hogarth's ; freely let him wear 
The wreath which Genius wove, and planted there. 
Foe as I am, ftiould Envy tear it down, 
Myfelf would labour to replace the crown. 

In walks of humour, in that caft of ftyle. 
Which, probing to the quick, yet makes us fmile ; 

In 
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In Comedy, his nat'rai road to fame. 
Nor let me call it by a meaner name. 
Where a })eginning., middle, and an end 
Are aptly join'd ^ where parts pnjpart$ depend. 
Each made for each, as bodies for their foul. 
So as to form one true and perfed whole. 
Where a plain ilory to the eye is told. 
Which we conceive the moment we behold, 
Hogarth unrivall'd ftands, and Ihall engage 
Unrivall'd praife to the mofl diflant age. 

How could'ft thou then to fhame perverfely run, . 
And tread that path which Nature bade thee fhun ? 
Why did Ambition overleap her rules. 
And thy vaft parts become the fport of fools ? 
By different methods different men excel. 
But where is he who can do all things well ? 
Humour thy province, for fome monftrous crime 
Pride ftruck thee with the phrenzy of Sublime. 
But, when the work was finifh*d, could thy n:ind 
So partial be, and to herfelf fo blind. 
What with contempt all view'd, to view with awe. 
Nor fee thofc faults which ev'ry blockhead faw ? 
Blufh, thou vain man, and if defire of fame. 
Founded on real Art, thy thoughts inflame. 
To quick defbudlion Sigifmunda give. 
And let her mem'ry die, that thine may live. 

But ihould fond Candour, for her mercy fake. 
With pity view, and pardon this miflake ; 
Or fhould oblivion, to thy wifti moft kind. 
Wipe off that ftain, nor leave one trace beliind ; 

Of 
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Of Arts ttefpis^df of Aftifts by thy frown 
A'w^dfromjufi hopes y of ripng ivorth hft do^wn. 
Of all thy meannefs thro'" this mortal race, 
Can'll thou the living memory erafe ? 
Or Ihall not vengeance follow to the grave. 
And give back jufl that mcafure which you gave ? 
With fo much merits and fo much fuccefs. 
With fo much pow'r to curfe, fo much to blefs. 
Would he have been man's friend inflead of foe, 
Hogarth had been a. little God below. 
Why then, like favage giants, fam'd of old. 
Of whom in fcripture Hory we are told, 
Doft thou in cruelty that ftrength employ. 
Which Nature meant to fave, not to deflxoy ? 
Why doft thou, all in horrid pomp array'd. 
Sit grinning o'er the ruins thou haft made ? 
Moft rank Ill-nature muft applaud thy art ; 
But even Candour muft condemn thy heart. 

For me, who warm and zealous ibr my friend. 
In fpite of railing thoufands, will commend. 
And, no lefs warm and jealous 'gainft my foes. 
Spite of commending thoufands, will oppofe, 
I dare thy worft, with fcorn behold thy rage. 
But with an eye of pity view thy age ; 
Thy feeble age, in which, as in a glafs. 
We fep how men to diiTolution pafs. 
Thou 'wretched Being, whpm, on Reafon's pbm# 
So chang'd, fo loft, I cannot call a man, . « 
What could perfuade thee, at this time of Ufc> 
To launch afrefli into the fea of ftrife ? 

Bcti^ 
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Better for thee^ fcarce crawling on the earth, 

Almoft as much a child as at thy birth. 

To have reifign'd in peace thy parting breath. 

And funk unnotic'd in the arms of Death. 

Why would thy grey, grey hairs refentlnent brave. 

Thus to go down with forro\y to the grave ? 

Now, by my foul, it makes me blufn to know 

My fpirits could defcend to fuch a foe. 

Whatever caufe the vengeance might provoke. 

It feems rank cowardice to give the flroke. 

Sure 'tis a curfe which angry Fates impofe. 
To mortify man's arrogance, that thofe 
Who're faihion'd of fome better fort of clay. 
Much fooner than the common herd decay. 
What bitter pangs muft humble Genius feel. 
In their lad hours, tO view a Swift and Steele ? 
How muft ill-boding horrors fill her breaft. 
When (he beholds men, mark'd above the reft 
For qualities mott dear, plung'd from that height. 
And funk, deep funk, in fecond childhood's night ? 
Are men, indeed, fuch things, and are the bcft 
More fubjedl to this evil, than the reft. 
To drivel out whole years of ideot breath. 
And fit the monuments of livmg death ? 
O, galling circumftance to human pride ! 
Abafing thought, but not to be denied ! 
With curious art the brain too finely wrought. 
Preys on herfelf, and is deftroy'd by thought. 
Conftant attention wears th'* adtive mind. 
Blots out her pow'rs and leaves a blank behind. 

But 
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But let not youth, to infolence allied. 
In heat of blood, in full career of pride, 
Poflefs'd of Genius, with unhallowM rage. 
Mock the infirmities of rev 'rend age. 
Th^ greateft Genius to this fate may bow ; 
Reynolds, in time* may be like Hogarth now. 
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WITH cag«r fearch to dart the foul, 
Cttrioufly vain, from pole to pole, > 
And from the planets wand'ring fpheres 
T* extort the number of our years. 
And whether all thofe years ihall flow . 
Serenely fmooth,* and free from woe, . 
Or rode misfortune fhall deform 
Our life, with one continual ftorm; , 
Or if the fcenc fliall iftotley be, . 
Alternate joy and mifery ; 
Is a de£re, whkh, more or lefs, . 
All men muft feel, tho' few confefs^ .. 
Hence, cv'ry place and ev*ry age 
Affords fubfiftence to the fage. 
Who, free from this world and its cares, . 
Holds an acquaintance with the flars, 
VoL.LXVI. I, From 
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From whom he gains intelligence 
Of things to come fome ages hence. 
Which unto friends, at eafy r^tes. 
He readily communicates. 

At its firft rife, which all agree on,. 
This noble fcience was Chaldean, 
That ancient people, as they fed 
Their flocks upon the mountain's head, . 
Gaz'd on the ftars, obferv'd their motions. 
And fuck'd in aflr9logi£ notions. 
Which they fo eagerly purfoe. 
As folks are apt whate'cr is new. 
That things below at random rove, 
Whilft they're confulting things above ; 
And when they now fo poor were grown. 
That they'd no houfes of their own. 
They made bold with their friends the (lars. 
And prudently made ufe of theirs. 

To Egypt from Chaldee it travell'd. 
And Fate at Memphis was unravell'd : 
Th* exotic Science foon ftruck root. 
And flouriik'd into high repute. 
Each learned prieft, O flrange to tell ! 
Could circles make, and caft a fpell ; ' 
Could read and write, and uught the nation 
The holy art of Divination, 
j^obles themfelves, for at that time 
Knowledge in Nq)t)les was no crime. 
Could talk as learned as the priefl. 
And prophefy as much at leaft. 

Hence 
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Hence all the fortune-telling cre\^, 

Whofe crafty (kill mars Nature's hue. 

Who, in vile tatters, with fmirch'd face. 

Run up and down from place to place. 

To gratify their friends' defires. 

From Bampfield Carew to Moll Squires, . 

Are rightly term'd Egyptians all ; 

Whom we, miftaking, GipJies call. , 

The Grecian Sages borrowed this. 
As they did other fciences. 
From fertile Egypt, tho' the loaa 
They had not honelly to own. 
Dodona's oaks, inipir^d by Jove, 
A learned and prophetic grove, 
Turn'd vegetable Necromancers, 
And to all comers gave their anfwers : 
At Delphos, td Apollo dear. 
All men the voice of Fate might hear ;. 
Each fubtle prieft on three-legg'd ilcol. 
To take in wife men, play'd the fool. 
A myftery, fo made for gain, 
E*en now in faftiion muft remain. 
Enthuiiafts never will let drop 
What brings fuch bufinefs to their (hop, . 
And that great faint, we Whitefield call» 
Keeps up the Humbug Spiritual. 

Among the Komans, not a bird . 
Without a prophecy was heard ; 
Fortunes of empires often hung . 
On the magician magpie's tongue, 

I 2 And 
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And ev'ry crow was to the &Uti 

A fore interpreter of Fate. 

Prophets^ embodied in a College, 

(Time out of mind your feat of knowle<^e. 

For Genius never fruit can bear 

Unlefs it firft is planted there» 

And folid learning never falls 

Without the verge of College wails) 

Infallible accounts would keep 

When it was belt to watch or fiecp. 

To eat or drink, to go or ftay. 

And when to fight or run away ; 

When matters were for adion ripe. 

By looking at a doulle tripe ; 

When Emperors would live or die. 

They in ,an J/s's/cuIi could fpy ; 

When gen'rals would their ftation keep. 

Or turn their backs, in hearts ofjiee}* 

In matters, whether fmall or great. 

In private families or ftate. 

As amongft us, the holy Seer 

Officioufly would interfere. 

With pious arts and rev 'rend (kill 

Would bend Lay Bigots to his will. 

Would help or injure foes or friends, 

Juft as it fcrv*d his private ends. 

Whether in honeft way of trade. 

Traps for virginity were laid. 

Or if, to make their party great, 

Dcfigns were form'd againil the Sta^e, 
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Regardlefs of the common weali 

By int'reft led, which they call zeal, ^ 

Into the fcale was always thrown 

The will of HeaV'n to back their onjun^ 
England* a happy land we know^ • .. r ' 

Where follies natarally grow ; 

Where without cnlture they arife. 

And tow'r above the common iize ; 

England a fortune-tellings hof^ 

As num'rous as the ftars, could boaft ; 

Matrons, who tofs the cup, and fee 

The grounds of Fate in grounds of Tea \ 

Who vers'd in ev'rj' modeft lore. 

Can a loft maidenhead rellore. 

Or, if thetr pupils ra^er chufe it« 

Can (hew the readieil way to lofe it ; 

Gypfies, who tv'^xy ill can cure. 

Except the ill of being poor ; 

Who charms '^ainft Love and Agues fell. 

Who can in hen-rooft fct a ipell, 

Prepar'd by arts, to them bell known. 

To catch all feet except their own ; 

Who as to fortune can unlock it. 

As eaijly as pick a pocket ; 

Scotchmen who, in their country's right, 

Poflefs the gift of fecond-Jigbt^ 

Who (when their barren heaths they quit. 

Sure argument of /ri^^<f«^ wit. 

Which reputation to maintain, , 

They never ventre back again) 

I 3 By 
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By lyes prophetic heap up riches. 
And boaft the luxury of breeches. 

Amongft the reft, in former years, 
Campbell, illuftrious name, appears. 
Great hero of futurity. 
Who blind could ev'ry t\i^gfore/ee. 
Who dumb could cv'ry xhing foretell. 
Who, Fate with equity to fell. 
Always dealt out the will of Heaven 
According to what price was given. 

Of Scottifh race, in Highlands born, 
Poffefs'd with native pride and fcorn. 
He hither came, by cuilom led. 
To curfe the hands which gave him bread. 
With want of truth, and want of fenfe. 
Amply made up by impudence, 
(A/ucce^an€um, which we find 
In common ufe with all mankind) 
Carefs'd and favoured too by thofe, 
Whofe heart with patriot feelings glows ; 
Who foolifhiy, where'er difpers'd. 
Still place their native country firft ; 
(For Englilhmen alone have fenfe. 
To give 2i fir anger preference, 
Whilft modeft nicrit of their own 
Is left in poverty to ^roan) 
Campbell foretold juft what he wou'd. 
And left the ftars to make it good ; 
On whom he had imprefs'd fuch awe. 
His didlates current pafs'd for law ; 
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Submiffivc all his empire own'd ; 

No ftar durft finile, when Campbell frowned. 

This Sage deceas'd, fbr all mufl die. 
And Campbell's no more fafe than I, 
No more than I can gaard the hearty 
When Death fhall hurl the fatal dart. 
Succeeded, ripe in art and years, 
Another favVite of the fpheres ; 
Another and another came. 
Of equal (kill, and equal fame ; 
As white each wand, as black each gown. 
As long each beard, as wife each frown ; 
In ev'ry thing fo like, you'd fwear, 
Campbell himfelf was fitting there. 
To all the happy Art was known. 
To teJl our fortunes, make their onvn» 

Seated in garret, for you know. 
The nearer to the ftars we go. 
The greater we efteem his art. 
Fools curious flock'd from ev'ry part. 
The rich, the poor, the maid, the married. 
And thofe who could not walk, were carried. 

The Butler, hanging down his head. 
By cbamher-maidf or cook-maid led. 
Enquires, if from his friend the Moon, 
He has advice of pilfer'd fpoon. 

The Court-bred Woman of Condition 
(Who, to approve her difpofition 
As much fuperior as her birth 
To thofe compos'd of common earth, 

I 4 With 
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With double fpirit mttft;«ikgagr*' r i . .: . 

In cv'ry folly of theiage)c .' •-. ;-;.: .^.i .- • : 
The JboneuraiU attB.meMrhay'9.. i .- .u'v r. 
To pack the cards, and cog; a die/:.- r: r 

The Hero (who for brawxi and fac^ ' » 

May claim right honourable place. 
Amongft the chiefs of Butcher^Ri^; 
Who might fome thirty years ago. 
If we may be allowed to guefe 
At his employment by his dx«is. 
Put med'cine$ off from cart or ftage* 
The grand Tofcano of the ;agc. 
Or might about the countries go, 
High-bteward of A.puppec-fheWf 
Ste<ward and Ste'wardjbip moft mertf 
For all knoiju puppets MC'ver eat \ ' '• * 

Who would be thought, (tho*, iave the inark> 
That point is fomething in the dark) 
The Man 0/ Honour, one hke thok 
Renown'd in ftory, -who lov^d blows 
Better than victuals, and would fight, 
.Merely for fport, from. morn to night 5 
Wiio treads like Mavors firm, whofe tonguf 
Is with the triple thunder hung ; 
Who cries' to J^ear^-Stand- off— aloof— * 

And talks as he were cannon-proof ; 
Would be do»m'd ready, when you lift. 
With, fword and piftol, flick and fiil, 
.Carelefs of points, balls, bruifes, knocikt, 
..At once to fence, fire^ cudgd, box. 

But 
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But at the fame time beajcsjtout, - ./ ^ 

Within himfelf, fome touch of i}otdrt^ * >' 
.Of /r«^/^«/ doubt, whidv!hint8*t^tkatiamc 
Is nothihgbut an emptj? name; : . , ■ 
That life is rightly firtteftood; '' 
By all to be a real gQQd4 "^ 

That, even in a*//^ri7's'h€ait> ' * 
/>^r^//o» /V the better part ; 
That this fame Honour iAaybe^WDn> 
And yet no kind of danger run) ' - 

Like Druggcrcomeis, that magic powers 
May afcertain his lucfy hours/ 
For at fome hours the lickledante 
Whom. Fortune properly vwc name, ;^ 

Who ne'er confiders wronger right, 
V/hen want^ moft plays leaft in light. 
And, like -a modem Cfl«r/-^rr</ jilt. 
Leaves her chief favVites in a tilt; 
Some hours there are, when from the heart 
Courage into. fome other part, » 

No matter .wherefore, makes retreat. 
And fear ufurps, the vacant feat ; 
Whence planet-ftruck we often find 
.Stuarts and Sackvilles of mankind. 

Farther he'd know (and by his art 
.A conjuror can that impart) 
Whether politer it is reckoned 
To have or not to have a fccond. 
To drag the friends in, or alone 
To make the danger ail their own ; ^ 

Whether 
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Whether repletion U »ot bad^. 
And fighters with full ilomachs mad; * 
Whether before he fecks tiie plain* 
It were not well to breathe a vein ; 
V/hether a gentle falivation. 
Confidently with reputation^ 
Might not of precious ufe be founds 
Not to prevent indeed a wound. 
But to prevent the confequence 
Which oftentimes arifes thence, 
Thofe fevers, which the patient urge on 
To gates of death, by help of furgeon ; 
Whether a wind at eaft or weA 
Is for green wounds accounted bell ; 
Whether (was he to chufe) his mouth 
Should point towards the north or fouth ; 
Vv^hether more fafely he might ufe. 
On the^ occafions, pumps or fhoes i 
Whether it better is to £ght 
l^y fun-jljtne, or by candU4ight ; 
Or (left a candle ihould appear 
Too mean to fhine in fuch a fphere. 
For who would of a candle tell 
To light a hero into hell, 
And left the «S«« Ihould partial rife 
To dazzle one or t' other's eyes. 
Or one or t' other's brains to fcorch) 
Might not Dame Luna hold a torch ? 
Thefe points with dignity difcufs'd. 
And gravely fix*d, a talk which muft 
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Require no little time and.piwisji ' 

To make our hearts ;friciidsi with our brains. 

The Man of War would nexe tagag e 

The kind affiftance. &i the Sage, 

Some previous method to dire&, * 

Which fhould make thefc of none effed. 

Could he not, from the myftic fchool 
Of Art, produce fame iacred rule. 
By which a knowledge might be got. 
Whether men valiant were, or not. 
So he that challenges might write 
Only to thofe who woukl not fight I 

Or could he not fome way difpcnfe,. 
By help of which (without ofFenc«. 
To Honour, whofe nice nature's fuch* 
She fcarce endures the flightcft touch) 
When he for want of t' other rule 
Miftakes his man, and, like a fool, 
V/ith fome vain fighting blade gets in. 
He fairly may get out ag^n ? 

Or, fhould fome Daemon lay a fcheme 
To drive him to the laft extreme. 
So that he mufl confefs his fears. 
In mercy to his nofe and ears. 
And like a prudent recreant knight,, 
Rather do any thing than fight. 
Could he not fome expedient buy 
To keep his fhame from public eye ? 
For well he held, and men review. 
Nine in ten hold the maxim too. 

That 
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That Honour's like a maidtn-Jfuuif 
Which if in private bitmght to bed. 
Is none the woife, but waHcsthe town. 
Ne'er loft, until the lob be known. 

Th^arfontoo (for now and then 
Parfons are juiS like other men. 
And here and there z groove Divine 
Has paflions fuch as yoor's or mine) 
Burning with holy liift to know 
When Fate preferment wiU beftow, 
'Fraid of detection, not of fin. 
With circumipedlion fneaking in 
To Conjurer, as he does to Wbore^ 
Thro' fome bye -alley, or back-door. 
With the fame caution orthodox 
Confults tht ftars, and gets a pox. 

The Citizen, in fraud grown old. 
Who knows no Deity but Gold, 
Worn out, and gafping now for breath> 
A med'cine wants to keep off death ; 
Would know, if That he cannot have. 
What coins are current in the grave ; 
li, when the flocks (which by bis pow'r 
Would rife or fall in half an hour. 
For, tho' unthought of and unfeen. 
He work'd the fprings behind the fcrcen) 
By his direAions came about. 
And rofe to pari he fliould fell out; 
Whether he fafely might, or no. 
Replace it in the funds belonju. 
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Byalladdrefs'd, believ'd* and paid,. 
Many purfu'd the Striving trade. 
And, great in reputation grown, 
Succeffive held the Magic throne. 
Favour'd by cv*ry darJing paffion^ 
The love of novelty and fafhion. 
Ambition, Av'rice, Lud, and Pride^ 
Riches pour'd in on ev*ry fide. 
But when the prudent laws thought fit 
To carb this infolence of Wit> 
When Senates wifely had provided,. 
Decreed, enadled, and decided. 
That no fuch vile and upfbut elves^ 
Should have more knowledge than themfelves ;. 
When fines and penalties were Isdd 
To ftop the progreis of the trade. 
And fiars no longer could difpenfe, 
Withi6ow«r, farther influence. 
And Wizards (which muH be confell 
Was of more force than all the reft) 
No certain way to tell had got. 
Which were informers, and which not ; 
Affrighted Sages were, perforce, 
Oblig'd to fteer fome other courfe. 
By various ways, thefe Sons of Chance 
Their fortunes laboured to advance. 
Well knowing, by unerring rules. 
Knaves ftarve not in the Land of Fools. 
Some, with high titles and degrees. 
Which wife men borrow when they plcafe. 

Without 
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Without or trouble or cxpeircc, 

Phyficians inflantly commence. 

And proudly boaft an equal (kill 

With thofe who claim the rigift to kill. 
Others about the Countries roam, 

(For not One thought of going boMe) 

With piftol and adopted leg 

Prepared at once to rob or beg. 

Some, the more fubtle of their race, 

(Who felt fqme touch of co^juard grace. 

Who Tyburn to avoid had wit. 

But never fear'd deferving it) 

Came to their brother SmoITet's aid. 

And carried on the Critic trade. 

Attached to Letters and the Mufe, 
Someverks wrote, sind /ome wrote news; 
no/e each revolving month are feen. 
The heroes of a Magazine ; 
The/e, ev'ry morning, great appear 
In Ledger, or in Gazetteer ; 
Spreading the falfhoods of the day 
By turns for Faiien and for Say ; 
Like Swifs, their force is always laid 
On that fide where they beft are paid. 
Hence mighty prodigies arife. 
And daily Monfters ftrike our eyes ; 
Wonders y to propagate the trade. 
More ih-ange thaii ever Baker made. 
Are hawk'd about from ftreet to ftreet. 
And Fools b^Hcve, whilft Liais e^t; 



New 
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Now armies in the air engage. 
To fright a fnperftitious age ; 
Now comets thro* the sther range. 
In governments portending change ; 
Now rivers to the ocean fly 
So quick they leave their channels dry ; 
Now monllrous whales on Lambeth fhore 
Drink the Thames dry, and thirft for more ; 
And-ev'ry now and then appears 
An Irifh favage numbering years 
More than thofe happy fages cou*d. 
Who drew their breath before the Flood. 
Now, to the wonder of all people, 
A church is left without zfleeple j 
kfteepU now is left in lurch. 
And mourns departure of the church. 
Which, borne on wings of mighty wind, 
Remov'd a furlong off we find. 
Now, wrath on cattle to difcharge, 
Hail-ftones as deadly fall, and large 
As thofe which were on Egypt fent. 
At once their crime and punifhment ; 
Or thofe which, as the Prophet writes. 
Fell on the necks of Amoritcs, 
When, flruck with wonder and amas^e. 
The Sun fufpended, ftay'd to gaze. 
And, from her duty longer kept. 
In Ajalon his Jifier flept. 

But if fuch things no more engage 
The ufte of a politer age. 

To 
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To help them out in tune of ae«d 

Another Tofts mail rMits breed. 

Each pregnant female tremblinghcars. 

And, overcome with fpleea and fears, 

Confults her faithful glafa no more. 

But madly bounding o'er the floor. 

Feels hairs aU o'er her body grow* 

By Fancy tum'd into a dee. 

Now to promote their private ends. 

Nature her ufual courfe fufpends. 

And varies from the flated plan, . 

Obferv'd e'er fince the world began. 

Bodies (which fdolifhly we thought. 

By cuftom's fervile maxims taught. 

Needed a regular fupply. 

And without nourifhment muft die) 

With craving appetites and fenfe 

Qi hunger eafily difpenfe. 

And, pliant to their wond'rous ikill. 

Are taught, like luatches, to ftand flill 

Uninjur^dt for a month or more j 

Then go on as they did before. 

The novel takes, the tale fucceeds. 

Amply fupplies its author's needs. 

And Betty Canning is at leaft. 

With Gafcoyne's help, a ^ months feaft. 

Whilfl in contempt of all our pains. 
The tyrant Superftition reigns 
Imperious in the heart of man. 
And warps his thoughts from Nature*s plan : 

Whil^ 
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Whilft fond Credulity^ who ne'er 

The weight of wholefome doubts could Bear, 

To Reafon and herfelf unjuft. 

Takes all things blindly up on truft ; 

Whilft Curioiity, whofe rage ' 

No mercy fhewa to fex or age, 

Muft be indulg'd at the exf^ence 

Of Judgment y Truth y and Common Senfe ; 

Impoftures cannot but prevail. 

And when old miracles grow ftale. 

Jugglers will flill the art purfue. 

And entertain the world with nciv. 

For Them, obedient to their will. 
And trembling at their mighty fkill,^ 
Sad Spirits, fummon'd from the tomb. 
Glide glaring ghaftly thro' the gloom. 
In all the ufual pomp of llorms. 
In horrid cuftomary forms, 
A Wolf, a Bear, a Horfe, an Ape, 
As Fear and Fancy give them Ihape 
I'ormented with defpair and pain. 
They roar, they yell, and clank the chain. 
Folly and Guilt (for Guilt, howe'er 
The face of courage it may wear. 
Is ftill a covyard at the heart) 
At fear-created phantoms flart. 
The Frieft, that very word implies 
That he's both innocent and wife. 
Yet fears to travel in the dark, 
Unlefs efcorted by his Clerk. 

Vol. LXVI. K Bst 
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Bat let not cv'ry bungler deem 
Too lightly of fo deep a fcheme : 
For reputation of the jirt. 
Each Ghoft muH i&, a proper pan* 
Obferve Decorum*s needful grace. 
And keep the laws of Time and Place, 
Muft change, with happy' variation. 
His manners with his iituatibn ; 
What in the country might pafs down, - 
Would be impertinent in town. 
No Spirit of difcretion here 
Can think of breeding awe and fear, 
*Twill ferve the purpofe more by half 
To make the congregation laugh. 
We want do enfigns of furprize. 
Locks ftiiF with gore, and fawcer eyes ; 
Give us an entertaining SpritCj 
Gentle, familiar, and polite. 
One who appears in fuch a form 
As might an holy hermit warm. 
Or who on former fchemes refines. 
And only talks by founds and figns. 
Who will not to the eye appear. 
But pays her vilits to the ear. 
And knocks fo gently, 'twould not fright 
A lady in the darkeil night. 

^//ri^ isfl«r Fannt, whofe good-will, ' 

Which cannot in the grave lie fHU, i 

Brings her on earth to entertain | 

Her friends and lovers in Cock-Lane. i 

END OF THE FIRST BOOK « 
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A SACRED ilandard rule we find. 
By Poets held time out of mind. 
To oiFer at Apollo's Ihrine, 
And call on One, or All the Nine. 

This cuftom, thro' a higot zeal, . 
Which Moderns oi fm tafie mull feel 
For thofe who wrote in days of yore. 
Adopted ftands like many more, 
Tho' ev'ry caufe, wliich then confpir'd 
To make it prailis'd and admir'd. 
Yielding to Time's deftrudtive courfc. 
For ages paft hath loH its force. 

With ancient bards,, an Invocation 
Was a true adl of adoration, . 
Of worihip an efTential part. 
And not a formal piece of art. 
Of paltry reading a parade, , 
A dull folemnity in trade, , 
J^ pious fever, taught to burn 
^n hour or two, to ferve a turn. 

They talk'd not of Cailalian Springs, 
JBy way of faying /r^//^ things, 
y^s n/jt drefs out our liimfy rimes ; , 
*Twa« the Rcligioa of the times, 

K 2 . And 
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And they believ'd that holy ftream 
With greater force made Fancy teem, 
Reckon'd by all a true fpecific 
To make the barren brain prolific : 
Thus Romifti Church (a fcheme which bears 
Not half fo much excufe as theirs) 
Since Faith implicitly hath taught her. 
Reveres the force of Holy Water. 

The Pagan Syftem, whether true 
Or falfe, its ftrength, like huildingsy drew 
From many parts difpos^d to bear. 
In one great Whole, their proper fhare. 
Each God of eminent degree 
'To fome vaft beam compared might be ; 
Each Codling was a peg, or rather 
A cramps to keep the beams together ; 
And man as fafely might pretend 
From Jove the thunder -bolt to rend. 
As with an impious pride afpire 
To rob Apollo of his lyre. 

With fettled faith and pious awe, 
Eftablifh'd by the voice of law, 
Then Poets to the Mufes came. 
And from their altars caught the flame. 
Genius, with Phoebus for his guide. 
The Mufe afcending by his fide. 
With tow'ring pinions dar'd to foar. 
Where eye could fcarcely ftrain before. 

But why fhould We, who cannot feel 
Thefe glowings of a Pagan zeal. 
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That wild entbufiaftic force. 

By which, above her common courfe. 

Nature in extacy up-borne, 

Look'd down on earthly things with fcorn ; 

Who have no more regard, 'tis known. 

For their religion than our o^wtiy 

And feel not half fo fierce a flame 

At Clio's as at Fifher's name ; 

Who know thefe hoa,fied /acred Jfreamj 

Were mere romantic idle dreams. 

That Thames has waters clear as thofc 

Which on the top of Pindus rofe. 

And that the Fancy to refine. 

Water's not half fo good as wine ; 

Who knovij, if profit flrikes our eye. 

Should we drink Helicon quite dry, 

Th' whole fountain would not thither lead 

So foon as one poor jug from Tweed ; 

Whoj if to raife poetic fire. 

The pow'r of beauty we require. 

In any public place can view 

More than the Grecians ever knew ; 

If Wit into the fcale is thrown. 

Can boaft a Lennox of our own ; 

Why fhould <we fervile culloms chule. 

And court an antiquated Mu/e ? 

No matter why— to aflc a rea/on. 

In Pedant Bigotry is treafon. 

In the broad, beaten, turnpike-road 
Of hackneyed Panegyric Ode, 

K 3 No 
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No Modern Poet dares to ride' 

Without Apollo by his fide. 

Nor in a Sonnet take the air, 

Unlefs hi* Lady Mu/e be there. 

She, from fame Amaranthint grove. 

Where little Loves and Graces rove. 

The laurel to my Lord mull bear. 

Or garlands make for mihores to wear ; 
.She, with foft elegiac verfe, 

Muft grace fome mighty *villain^i hearfe ; 

Or for fome infant, doom'd by Fate 

To wallow in a large eftate, 

With rimes the cradle muft adorn. 

To tell the world a/oo/is born. 
, Since then our Critic Lords cxpe^l 

No hardy Poet Ihould rejedl 

Eftablilh'd maxims, or prefume 

To place much better in their room. 

By nature fearful, I fubmit. 

And in this dearth of Scnfe and V/it, 
. With nothing done, and little /aid, 

(By wild excurfive Faacy led, 
. Into a Second Book thus far. 

Like fome unwary tranjeller. 

Whom varied fcenes of wood and lawn. 

With treache.rous delight, .have drawn ; 

Deluded from his purposed way. 

Whom evVy ftep leads more aflray ; 

Who gazing round can no where fpy. 

Or houfe, or friendly -cottage nigh. 
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And reiblution feems to lack 
To venture forward or go back) 
Invoke fome Goddefs to defcej)d> 
And help me to my journey's end. 
Tho* confcious Arrow all the while 
Hears the petition with a fmile, 
Before the glafs her charms unfolds^ 
Jind in berfelf My Mufe beholds. 

Truth, Goddefs of celeftial birth. 
But little lov'dj or known on earth, 
Whofe pow'r but feldom rules the heart, 
Whofe name, with ^ypocritic art. 
An errant ftalking-horfe is made, 
A fnug pretence to drive a trade. 
An inHrument convenient grown 
To plant, more firmly, Falfhood's throne. 
As rebels varnifb o'er their caufe 
With fpecious colouring of laws. 
And pious traitors draw the knife 
In the King'i name againft his li/e ^ 
Whether (from cities far away, 
Where/rflj/^ ^LxAfalJhood fcorn thy fway) 
The faithful nymph's and ihepherd*s pride. 
With Love and Virtue by thy fide, 
y o ur hours in harmlefs joys are fpent 
A mongft the children of Content ; 
Or , fond of gaiety and fport. 
You tread the round of England's Court ; 
Howe'er my Lord may frowning go. 
And treat the Jlranger as a foe, 

K 4 Sure 
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Sure to be found a welcome gueft 
In George's and in Charlotte's breaft ; 
If, in the giddy hours of youth. 
My conftant foul adher'd to Truth ; 
If, from the time I fir ft wrote Man, 
I ftill purfu'd thy facred plan. 
Tempted by intereft in vain 
To wear mean Falfhood's golden chain ; 
If, for a feafon drawn away. 
Starting from Virtue's path aftray. 
All low difguife I fcorn'd to try. 
And dar'd to fin, but not to lye ; 
Hither, O hither, condefcend. 
Eternal Truth, thy fteps to bend. 
And favour hiviy who evVy hour 
ConfefTes and obeys thy pow'r ! 

But come not with that eafy mien. 
By which you won the li<vely Dean, 
Nor yet allume that ftrumpct air. 
Which Rabelais taught thee firft to wear. 
Nor yet that arch ambiguous face. 
Which with Cervantes gave thcc grace. 
But come in facred vefture clad. 
Solemnly dull, and truly fad ! 

par from thy feemly matron train 
Be ideot Mirth, and Laughter vain ! 
For Wit and Kumour, which pretend 
At once to pleafe us and amend, 
^hey are not for my prefent turn. 
Let them remain in France with Sterne. 
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Of nobleft City parents bctfn. 
Whom wealth and dignities adorn. 
Who ftiil one conftant tenor keep. 
Not quite awake, nor quite afleep. 
With Thee, let formal Dullnefs come. 
And deep Attention, ever dumb. 
Who on her lips her fingers lays, 
Whilft every circumflance Ihe weighs, 
Whofe down -c aft eye is often found 
Bent without motion to the ground. 
Or, to fome outward thing confined. 
Remits no image to the mind. 
No pregnant mark of meaning bears. 
But llupid without vifion ftares ; 
Thy Heps let Gravity attend, 
JVifdom^s and Truth* ^ unerring friend* 
For one may fee with half an eye. 
That Gravity can never lye ; 
And his arch'd brow, puU'd o'er his eyes» 
With folemn proof proclaims him nuife. 

Free from all waggeries and fports. 
The produce of luxurious Courts^ 
Where lloth and lull enervate youth. 
Come thcti^ a down-right City Truth ; 
The City, which we ever find 
A Tobcr pattern for mankind ; 
Where man^ in equilibrio hung. 
Is feldom old, and never young. 
And from the cradle to the grave. 
Not Virtue's friend, nor Vice's ilave ; 

As 
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As dancers on the nvire vrt fpy. 
Hanging between tbe eaitk and Qny^ 

She comes-^I fee her fnom a&r . 
Bending her coucfejto 7Vi9//^^i?^wr 
All fage and filent is her tram^ 
Deportment grave, a«d garments piain^ . 
Such as may ihit a Parjdu'^ WKur, 
And fit the head-piece of a Mayor, 

By Truth infpir'di tur Baicon's force 
Open'd the way to Learning's ^aorce ; - 
Boyle thro' the works of Nature raxi f 
And Newton, fomething more than maiu 
Div'd into Nature's hidden iprings, 
X.aid bare the principles of things. 
Above the earth our.fpirits bore. 
And gave us worlds unknown before. 
By Truth infpir'd, when Lauder^ s fpight 
O'er Milton call the veil of night, 
Douglas arofe, and thro' the maze 
Of intricate and winding ways. 
Came where the fubtle traitor lay. 
And dragg'd him trembling to the day 5 
Whilft He (O fhame to nobleft parts, 
Difhonour to the lib'ral arts. 
To traffic in fo vile a fchemc ! ) 
Whilft He, our lettered Polypheme, 
Who had Confederate forces join'd. 
Like a bafe coward, (kuik'd behind. 
By Truth infpir'd, our Critics go 
To track Fingal ia Highland (now , 
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To form their own^md/Otiiejrs cr<«^ 
From Manufcripts they cannot read. 
By Truth infpir'd, we s»ainb^s fte 
Of each profeffion and degree, 

. Gentle and Simple, Lord and Cit, 
Wit without wealth, wealth witibout wit. 
When Punch and Sheridan have donie> 
To Fanny's Gho/ily Le & ure s rMVu 
By Truth and Fann-y now infpix'd, 
I feel my glowing bofom fir'd ; 
Delire beats high in ev'ry vein 
To fing the Spirit of Cock-Lane ; 
To tell (juft as tlie meafure flows 
In halting rime, half verfe, half piofe) 
With mere than mortal arts endu*d. 
How Jhe united force withftood. 
And proudly gave a brave defiance 
To fVit and Dulne/s in alliance. 
This Apparition (with relation 
To ancient modes of deri'vationy 
This we may properly fo call, 

. Although it ne'er appears at all. 
As by the way of Inuendoy 
Lticus is made a non lucendo) 
Superior to the vulgar mode. 
Nobly. diiUains that.fervile road. 
Which coward ghafts, as it appears. 
Have walk'd in fiiH five tkoufand years. 
And for reftraint too mighty grown. 
Strikes out a method of her owv^ 
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Others may meanly ftart away^ 
Aw'd by the herald of the day. 
With faculties too weak to bear 
The frefhnefs of the morning air. 
May vaniih with the melting gloom. 
And glide in filence to the tomb ; 
Sbe dares the fun's moft piercing light. 
And knocks by day as well as night. 
Others f with mean and partial view. 
Their vifits pay to one or two ; 
She great in reputation grown. 
Keeps the beft company in town. 
Our adlive enterprifmg Ghoft 
As large and iplendid routs can boad 
As thofe which, rais'd by Pride's command. 
Block up the paffage thro' the Strand. 
Great adepts in the fighting trade. 
Who ferve their time on xhe parade ; 
She- Saints who, true to pleafure's plan. 
Talk about God, and luft for man ; 
Wits, who believe nor God, nor Ghoft, 
And fools, who worlhip ev'ry poft ; 
Cowards, whofe lips with war are hung ; 
Men truly brave, who hold their tongue ; 
Courtiers, who laugh they know not why. 
And Cits, who for the fame caufe cry ; 
The canting Tabernacle-Erother, 
(For one rogue fllil fufpc^ls another) 
Ladies, who to a Spirit fly. 
Rather than with their hujlandi lie ; 

Lords, 



d by Google 



T H E G H O S T. 141 

Lords, who as chaftely pafs their lives 

With other women as their ivi'ves ; 

Pjoud of their intcUedls and cloaths, 

Phyficians, Lawyers, Parfons, Beaux, 

And, truant from their de&s and fhops. 

Spruce Temple clerks, and 'prentice fops,; 

To Fanny come, with the fame view. 

To find her falfe, or find her true. 

Hark ! fomething creeps about the houfe 1 

Is it a Spirit y 01 a Moufe ? 

Hark ! fomething /cratches round the room L 

A caty a rat, a fiuhh^d birch-broom. 

Hark ! on the wainfcot now it knocks / 

If thou'rt a Ghofi, cried Orthodox, 

With that affefted folemn air 

Which Hypocrites delight to wear. 

And all thofe forms of confequence 

Which Fools adopt inftead oi fenfe ; 

If thou'rt a Ghofl, who from the tomb 

Stalk'ft iaj^yfilent thro' this gloom. 

In breach of Nature's ftated laws. 

For goody or had, or for no caufe. 

Give no^ nine knocks ; like Priefts of old. 

Nine ijje 2l facred number hold. 

'Pfha, cried Profound, (a man of parts. 
Deep read in all the curious arts. 
Who to their hidden fprings had trac'd 
The force of Numbers, rightly placed') 
As to the Number, you are right. 
As to xUxQformy miftaken quite. 

What's 
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What's Nine ? Your Adepts sAl agree. 
The Virtue lies in t^ree irmtif three . 

He faid, no need to fay it vmcCf 
For Thrice (he knock^dy and Thrice, and Thrice. 

The crowd, confounded and axnaz*d. 
In filence at each other gaz'd. 
From Caelia's hand the fnuiF-box ^IL 
Tinfel, who ogled with the Belle, 
To pick it up attempts in vain. 
He ftoops, but cannot rife again. 
Immane Pompofo was not heard 
T' import one crabbed foreign word. 
Fear feizes Heroes, Fools, and Wits, 
And Plaufible his pray'rs forgets. 

At length, as people juft awake. 
Into wild difTonance they break ; 
AH talk'd at once, but not a word 
Was underllood, or plainly heard. 
Such is the noife of chatt'ring geefe. 
Slow failing on the Summer breeze ; 
Such is the language Difcord fpeaks 
In Welch'^omen o'er beds of leeks ; 
Such the confus'd and horrid founds 
Of Irijh in potatoe-grounds. 

But tir'd, for even C— — -'s tongue 
Is not on iron hinges hung. 
Fear and Confufion found retreat, 
Reafon and Order take their feat. 
The fadl confirmed beyond all doubt. 
They now would find th€ caufes out. 

^ For 
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For this a facred role we find 
Among the nicefl of Biankind^^ 
Which never might exception brooks 
From Hobbes e'en down to Bolingbroke^ 
To doubt of fadts, however true, 
Unlefs they know the caufes too. 

Trifle, of whom 'twas hard to tell 
When he intended ill or well. 
Who, to prevent all farther pother. 
Probably meant nor one nor t' other,, 
Who to be filent always lothr 
Would fpeak on either fide, or both^. 
Who, led away by love of fame,. 
If any new idea came. 
Whatever it made for, always faid it^ 
Not with an eye to Truth, but Credit ; 
For Orators ^ro/cfl, 'tis known. 
Talk not for our fake, but their o-wn ; 
Who always fliew'd his talents beft 
When ferious things were turn'd to jeil> 
And, under much impertinence, 
PoiTefs'd no common Ihare of fenfe ; 
Who could deceive the flying hours 
With chat on butterflies and flow'rs ; 
Could talk of powder, patches, paint. 
With the fame zeal as of a faint ; 
Cottld prove a Silji brighter far 
Than l^enuj or the Morning Star j 
Whilft foroething ftill fo gay, fo new. 
The fmile of approbation drewa 

And 



d by Google 



144 CHURCMKLL*9 BCTEMS. 

And females cyUtU dttrmmg?maB#., \ iwi'O \A^ 
Whilll their hearts fluttcttifd^witlntiiflu.fim^fk eav\i v. 
Trifle, who would by -Qagnraittxilifs • . i; » -^w » » i • 
An opportunity like .this^ • ^ >,i i m^.. 
Proceeding on his ufual plax^, « . . 
5wi7V, y?/o>t V LU ciuih and diu$ began* 

With Jheers or /c^iru /nufird or ^w/<r. 
When the Fates cut the thread of life^ • 
(For if we to the grave are fent, . . 
No matter with what inftrument) 
The body in fome lonely ipot. 
On dunghill vile,, is laid to rot. 
Or fleeps among more holy dead,. 
With pray'rs irre<vercntly rqad 3 
The foul is fent, where Fate ordains. 
To reap rewards, to fufter pains. 

The Virtuous to thofe manfions go. 
Where pleafares unembitter'd flow ; 
Where, leading up a jocund band. 
Vigour and Youth dance hand in hand, 
Whilll Zephyr, with harmonious gales. 
Pipes fofteft mujte thro' the vales, . . 

And Spring and Flora, gaily crown'd. 
With 'uel'vet carpets fpread the ground ; 
With li'velier blujh where rofes bloom, 1 

And ev*ry ftirub expires perfume ; 
W\iGTt cryjial 2iVQ2.ms' meandering glide, . », ., 
Where n,varhiing flows the amber fide^ . 
Where other Suns dart brighter beams, . , . 
And Light tliro' purer ather fbcams^ , 
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Far other feau, far diiF'rent ftace 
The fons of Wicfccdnefs await. 
JufHce (not that oUi bag 1 mean. 
Who's nightly in the Garden fecn. 
Who lets no fpark of mercy rife 
For crimes^ by lAjhicb men h/e tbeir eyis j 
Nor Her who, with an equal hand. 
Weighs tea wadjugar in the Strand ; 
Nor Her who, by the world deemed wz/f. 
Deaf to the widow's piercing cries, 
Steel'd 'gainft the ftarving orphan's tears. 
On pawns her bafe tribunal rears ; 
But Her who after death prefides, . 
Whom facred Truth unerring guides ; 
Who, free from partial influence, 
Kor finks nor raifes e^viiience^ ■. 
Before whom nothing's in the dark. 
Who takes no bribe, and keeps no clerk)^ . 
Juflice with equal fcale below 
In due proportion weighs out woe, . 
And always with fuch lucky aim 
Knows punifhments fo fit to frame, , 
I'hat (he augments their grief and pain, . 
Leaving no reafon to complain. . 

Old Maids and Rakes are join'd together, . 
Coquettes and prudes, like Aprjl weather. . 
Wit\ forc'd to cbum with Common Sen/e^ 
And Luft is yok'd to Impotence. 
Profeflbrs (y«^/V^ fo decreed) 
L^;;/^/V muft confhnt Z^«r^j read f . . , 

Vol, LXWl. L On 
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On earth it often doth befal. 
They're paid, and never read at all, 
Parfins muft -pradtife what they, teach. 
And Bijhops are compell'd to preach. 

She who on earth was nice and prim. 
Of delicacy fill, and whim, 
Whofe tender nature could not bear 
The rudcnefs of the churlifh air. 
Is doom'd, to mortify her pride. 
The change of weather to abide. 
And feHs, whilft tears with liquor mix. 
Burnt brandy on the fhore of Styx. 

Avaro, by long ufe grown bold 
In ev'ry ill which brings him gold, 
Who his Redeemer would pull down. 
And fell his God for half-a-crown ; 
Who, if fome blockhead fhoold be willing 
To lend him dn his foul a (hilling, 
A well-made bargain would efteem it. 
And have more fenfe than to redeem it ; 
Juftice (hall in thofe (hades confine. 
To drudge for Plutus in the mine. 
All the daylong to toil and roar. 
And curfmg work the ftubborn ore. 
For coxcombs heret who have no brains. 
Without a fixpence for his pains. 
Thence, with each due return of night, 
Compell'd, the tall, thin, half-ftarv'd fprite 
Shall earth re-vifit, and larvey 
The place where once his treafure lay ; 
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Shall view die/a//, \<'here io^ Pride • ' 

With&//frVIgnorande aflied,. . - . . !^ 

Once hail'd him mighty ahd adored,' * - 

Defcended to another Lord. ' '- 

Then fliall i6^ fcreattiing pdefce the'air,^ ■ ' 

Hang his lank jaws, and fcowl deipair? ' , -^ 
Then fhall Jbe bsfti at Heaven^s decrees, ' - 
And, howling, fink to hell' for eafe. - x . ; 

Thofe who on earth thro* Rfe haine piift 
With equal pace, from firi! to kA*, 
Nor vex'd with paffions nor with fpleen,' 
Jnfipid, eafy» and ferene ; > 

Whofe heads were made too weak to bear 
The weight of bufinefs, or of care ; 
Who without /»m/, without rr/W, 
Contrive to while away their time. 
Nor Good; nor Bad, nor Fools, nor Wits, . 
Mr/i/ Juftice with a fmile' permits 
Still to purfue their darling plan, . 
And find amufenl^nt how they can. 

The Beau, in gaudieft plumage dreft 
With lucky fancy, o?er the reft 
Of jfir a curious mantle throws. 
And chats among his brother jBeaux ; . 
Or, if the weather's fine and clear, 
IMo fign of rain or tempeft near, 
Cncourag'd by the cloudlefs day, . 
Like gilded butterflies at play. 
So lively all, fo gay, fo briflc. 
In air tYiCy flutter,- Jloat, and7>'y'5. 

L 2 The 
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The Belle (what mortal doth not know> 
Belles after death admire a Beau ? ) 
With happy grace renews her art> 
To trap the Coxpomb's wand'ring heart. 
And after death, as whilft they live* 
A heart is all which Beaux can give. 

In fome itill, folemn, facred ihade* 
Behold a group of Authors laid> 
Newjs^papir Wits, and Sonneteers, 
dntlemett Bards, and riming Peers, 
Biographers, whofe wond'rous worth 
Is fcarce remember'd now on earth. 
Whom Fielding's humour led aftray. 
And /Aii>/2a;^ Fops,. debauched by Gray, 
All fit together in a ring. 
And laugh and prattle, write and ^\r\^<> 

On his own works, with laurel crown'd. 
Neatly and elegantly bound, 
(For this is one of many rules 
With ivriting Lords and laureat Fools, 
And which for ever muft fucceed 
With other Lords who cannot read. 
However dellitute of wit. 
To make their works for Book-cafe fit) 
Acknowledged mafler ot thofe feats, ' 
Gibber his Birth-day Odes repeals. 

With triumph no-w poifefs that feat. 
With triumph noiu thy Odes repeat, 
Unrivall'd vigils proudly keep, 
Whilft ev'ry hearer's luil'd to flccp ; 



d by Google 



Bat 



THE GHOST. 149 

Bnt know, illuftrious Bard, when Fate, 
Which Hill purfaes thy tiame with hate. 
The regal laurel bUfts> which now 
Blooms on the placid Whitehead's brow. 
Low maft defcend thy pride and fame. 
And Gibber's be the fecond name. 

Here Trifle cough'd (for coughing ftffl ' '* 

Bears witnefs of xhtfpeaker^s Odll, 
A neceiTary piece of art. 
Of Rhetoric an eflential part. 
And adepts in the Speaking trade 
Keep a cough by them ready made. 
Which they fuccefsfolly difpenfe 
When at a lofs for ivords or fen/e) 
Here Trifle cough'd, here paus'd— but while 
He /bove to recoUedl his/miief 
That happy engine of his art. 
Which triumph'd o'er the female heart. 
Credulity, the child of Folly, 
Begot on cloyfter'^d Melancholy, 
Who heard, with grief, the florid fool 
Turn facred things to ridicule. 
And faw him, led by Whim^ away. 
Still farther from the fubjed ftray, 
J uft in the happy nick,^ aloud. 
In fliape of M — e, addrefs'd the crowd. 

Were we with patience here to fit. 
Dupes to th' impertinence of Wit, 
Till Trifle his harangue fliould end, 
A Gnenland night we might attend, 

L 3 WliUft 
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Whilft He, with fluency pf ,^c|j. 
Would variotts migfftj n^tbi^gs ^eap^^ 
(Here Trifle, fternly looking dqwa. 
Gravely endea^vour'd at a frq\y|i. 
But Nature unawares ftept ip. 
And, mocking, tum'd it to a grin) 
And when, in Fancy's ofaariot t^Ufl'd* 
We had been carried round the worid. 
Involved in error ftiil and doi^Jbtt, 
He'd leave us where we ^rft fet out. 
Thms foldien (in whole exercife 
Material ufe with grandeur vies) 
Lift up their legs with mighy pain. 
Only to fet them down again. 

Believe )•« not (yes, all 1 fee 
III found belief concur with me) 
That Providence, for worthy ends. 
To us unknown, this Spirit fends ! 
Tho' fpeechlefs lay the trembling tongue. 
Your faith was on your features hung. 
Your faith I in your eyes could fee. 
When all were pale and flar'd like mt\ 
But fcruples to prevent, and root 
Out ev'ry ftiadow of difpute, 
Pompofo, Plauiible, and I, 
With Fan KY have agreed to try 
A deep concerted fcheme — ^^This night. 
To fix or to deflroy Her quite. 
If it be true, before we've done. 
We'll make it glaring as the fun ; 
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Ere morning's dawn we'll £nd it oat. 

Into the vaulted womb of death. 

Where Fanny now, depriv'd of breath> 

Lies fefl'ring, whilft her troubled ^r/V^ 

Adds horror to the gloom of night. 

Will <Lve defcend, and bring from thence 

Proofs of fuch force to Common Senfe^ 

Vain Triflers fhall no more deceive, 

And AtheiUs tremble and believe. 

He faid, and ceas'd ; the chamber rung 

With due applaufe from every tongue. 

The mingled found (now let me fee. 

Something by way oi JtmiU) 

Was it more like Strymonian cranes. 

Or ixjindsy loiu murmuring, <when it rains. 
Or drtnxjfy bum of cluJPring bees. 

Or the boarfe roar of angry feas ? 
Or (ftill to heighten and explain. 
For elfe OMrJimile is vain) 
Shall we declare it like all four 9 
A f cream, a murmur ^ bum, and roar ? 

Let Fancy now in awful ftate 
Prefent this great Triumvirate, 
(A method which receiv'd we find 
In ctber cafes by mankind) 
j£'/^<f?r^ with a joint. confent,. 
All fools in town to refre/ent, 

1 he clock ftrikes twelve— M—e Harts and fwears. 
I n catbs we know, as well as fray^rs, 

L 4 Religion 
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Religion lies, and a Church fctfotfacf ■' ^ — 
May ufe at will or one or t^ bthet-^- i • .// /t • 
Plaufible from his.cafierck>dmW • - y ': H - = 
A holy manual, feeming'hew^ '^ ;:• -^^ *; -. 
A book it was of fri<vate^fra^\i ' ' '^--^ ' 
But not a pin the worfe for W^r;* = ' 
For, as we by the bye may {zy^- ' " - • 
None hxit /mall faints in private pl-ay; ' 
Religion, faireft maid on earth. 
As meek as good, who drew her birth 
From that bleft union, when in heaven 
Pleafure was bride to Virtue giv^en ; 
Religion, cverpleas'd to pray,- 
Poffefs'd the precious gift one day ; 
Hypocrify, of Cunning born. 
Crept in and ftole it ere the mom. 
Wh^te—d, that greateft of all faints* 
Who always prays and never faints. 
Whom She to her oivn brothers bore. 
Rapine and Luft, on Severn's fhore, 
.Received it from xkit fquinting dame ; 
From him to Piaufible it came. 
Who, with unufual care oppreft. 
Now trembling, puird it from his breafl^ . 
Doubts in his boding heart arifc, 
And fancied fpedres blaft his eyes. 
Devotion fprings from abjed fear^ 
And lUmps his pray'rs for utce fmccre. 

•Pompofo (infolent and loud. 
Vain idol of zjirihhling crowds 



Whofe 
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Whofe cv'ry word isfenfe and law, . ^ ; ;.\ 

For what his gre.atnefs hath decreed. 

Like laws of Perfia and of Mede, 

Sacred thro* all the realm of fVit, i 

Mu ft never of repeal admit ; >.,' 

Who, curfing flatter}', is the tool ^ 

Of ev'ry fawning,; flatt'ring fool ; , . . ' 

Who wit with jealous eye furvcys, • 

And fickens at another's praife ; :■ i . 

Who, proudly fciz'd of Learning's throne* . 

Now damns all learning but his own ; 

Who fcorns thofe common wares to trade ia« 

Reasoning, Con<vincingy and Perfuading^ 

But makes each fentence current pafs 

With Puppy, Coxcomb y Scoundrel, J/sj^ 

For 'tis with him a certain rule, 

The folly's prov'd when he calls fool 4 

Who, to increafe his native ftrength. 

Draws words fix fyllables in length, 

V/ith which, aflifted with a frown 

.By way of club, he knocks us down^ 

Who 'bove the vulgar dares to rife. 

And fenfe of decency defits ; 

For this fame decency is made 

Only for bunglers in the trade. 

And, like the coh^^cb laws, is ftill 

Broke thro' by great ones when they will)— 

Pompofo, w\t\i fir ong/en/e fupplicd. 

Supported and conhrjA'd by prides 

His 
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His comrades' terrors to begiiil^ 

Grinned horribly a ghafily /mile : 
Features fo horrid, were it light. 
Would put the Devil himfelf to flight* 

Such were the three in name and worthy 
Whom Zeal and Judgment iingled fort^ 
To try xYitJpriie on Reafon's plan. 
Whether it was of God. or Man. 

Dark was the night, it was that hour 
When Terror reigns in fulleft pow'r. 
When, as the Leam'd of old liavc (aid. 
The yawning grave gives up her dead. 
When Murder, Rapine by her fide, 
4>talks o'er the earth with giant flride ; 
Our Quixotes (for that Anight of old 
VJsls not in truth by half fo 6oId, 
Tho' Reafon at the fkme time cries. 
Our Quixotes are not half fo 'u-i/e. 
Since they, with other follies, boail 
An expedition 'gainft a Ghofi) 
Thro' the dull deep furrounding gloom. 
In clofe array, tow'rds Fanny's tomb. 
Advcntur'd forth. — Caution before. 
With heedful ftep, the lanthom bore. 
Pointing at graves ; and in the rear, 
Tremhlingt and talking loud, went Fear. 
The church-yard teem'd— th' unfettled ground. 
As in an ague, fhook around ; 
While in feme dreary <vault coniin'd> 
Or riding on tlie hoUonju *windy 

Horror, 
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Horror, which tinas.ticrh^fuft.to ftpWBi». 
In dreadful foUnds y/isA he^d to groan. . 
All ftaripg, wW, and out of breath. 
At length they reach th^ pl^ce of death... 

A Vault // was, loiig time, apply 'd 
To hold the laft remauis gf pride : 
No leg^ar there, of hunpible race. 
And humble fortunes, £nds a place ; 
To reft in fomf as well as ea/e. 
The only way's to pay they>^/. 
Fools, Rogues, and Whores, if rich Bnd greats, 
proud e'en in death. Here rot vaftate. 
No thieves difrobe the ^weU-dreft dead. 
No plumbers fteal l\it /acred lead ; 
Quiet and fafe the bodies lie. 
No fextonsy^//, nO furgeons buy. 

Thrice each the pond'rous key apply 'd. 
And thrice to turn it vainly try'd. 
Till taught by prudence to unite. 
And {training with coUedled might, 
'^l^he ilubborn wards refill no more. 
But open flies the growling door* 

Three paces back they fell amaz'd, 
lAkcJiatues ftood, like madmen gaz*d ; 
The frighted blood forfakes the face. 
And feeks the heart with quicker pace; 
The throbbing heart its fears declares. 
And upright Itand the bridled hairs ; 
The head in wild diftraftion fwims ; 
Cold f\vcats bedew the trembling limbs ; 

Nature, 
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Nature, whilft fears her bofosn dull. ; 

Sufpends her pow'rs, and Life ftands fliQt 

Thus had they £tood till now,, bat Shame 
(An ufeful, tho- n^gledled dame, 
By Heav'n deiign'd the friend of Man> 
Tho' we degrade her all we can. 
And ftrive, as our firil proof of wit. 
Her name and nature to forget) 
Came to their aid in happy hour. 
And with a wand of mighty pow'r 
Struck on their hearts ; vain /ears (ubfide. 
And baffled, leave the field to Pride. 

Shall They,' (forbid it fame) fhall They 
The dictates of vile fear obey ? 
Shall They, the ii^ols of the Town, 
To bugbears Fancy formed bow down ? 
Shall They, who greatcft zeal expreft. 
And undertook for all the reft, 
Whofe matchlefs courage all admire. 
Inglorious from the taflc retire ? 
How would the wicked ones rejoice. 
And infidels exalt their voice. 
If M — e and Plaufible v/ere found, 
"By fiadc-ws aw'd, to quit their ground } 
How would fools laugh, Ihould it appear 
Pompofo was the flave of fear ? 
" Perilh the thought ! Tho' to our eyes 
*' In all its terrors hell i\iO\x\di. rife, 
'* Tho' thoufand Gho/!s, in dread array; ' 
**^ With glaring eye-balls, crofs oar way. 
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•' Tho* Caution, trembling, ftands aloof, 
•' Sdll we will on, and dare die proof.*' 
They faid*; and witiotft fkfrfier h^t, 
Daundefs march'd ont^rd to the Vault. 

What mortal mien/ who e'er drew feireath> 
Shall break into the hbufc b£ Death, 
With foot unhallonx/d, and irbm thenc^ 
The myft'ries of that ftate difpenfe, 
Unlefs they, with due rites, prepare 
Their weaker fenfe fuch fights to bear. 
And gain permiflion from the State, 
On earth their journal to relate ? 
Poets themfelves, without a crime. 
Cannot attempt it e'en in rime. 
But always, on fuch grand occafion,*' ^ 
Prepare 2L/olemn invocaiion, 
A poj^ for grim Pluto weave. 
And in fmooth numbers aflc his leave. 
But why this caution ? Why prepare 
Rites, needlefs now ? for thrice in air 
The Spirit of the Night hath/neez^if. 
And thrice hath clapp'd his wings well-pleas*d. 

Defcend then. Truth, and guard thy fide. 
My Mu/e, my Patrone/s, and Guide / 
Let others at invention aim. 
And feek by falfities for fame ; 
Our flory wants not^ at this time. 
Flounces Sind/urielcws in rime ; 
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Relate plain fads ; be brief and' bold ; 

And let the Poets, fam*d of oU^ 

Seek, whilfl our artlcfs tale we tell. 

In vain to ijnd a Parallel : 

Silent All Three went In', about 

All Three tvrn'i> Silent, and Came Out» 
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BOOK UL 

IT WAS THE* Hour, ^htn hufu^rfe Morti 
With pearl and linen hangs each thorn^ 
When happy Bards, who can regale , 

Their Mufe with country air and ale. 
Ramble afield, to brooks and bowers. 
To pick 11^ fentiments SLRdJlo<w'rs; 
When dogs and 'Squires from kennel fly.. 
And hogs and farmers quit their Ry j 
When my Lord rifes to the chace. 
And brawny Chaplain takes his place. 

Thefe images, or bad or good. 
If they are rightly underflood, ^ 

Sagacious readers mufl allow. 
Proclaim us in the country now ; 
For obfervations m'oftly rife 
From objects juft before our eyes. 
And ev'ry Lord in Critic Wit 
Can tell you where the piece was writ. 
Can point out, as he goes along, 
(And who fhall dare to fay he's wrong ?) 
Whether the warmth (for Bards we know 
At prefent, never more than glow) 
Was in the town or country caught. 
By the peculiar turn of thought. 

It 
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It was the Hour— tho* Critic3 frow^. 
We now declare ouifelves in town. 
Nor will a moment's paufe allow 
For finding when we came, or how. 
The man who deali in humble profc, S 
Tied down by rule and method, goes ; 
But they who court the vig'rous Mufe* 
Their carriige have a right to Chufe. 
Eree as the ah*, and unconfin'd. 
Swift as the motions of the mind, 
The Poet darts from pUcc to place. 
And inftant bounds o'er time and fpace ; 
Nature (whilft blended fire and Mil 
Inflame our paffions to his will) 
Smiles at her violated laws, 
And crowns his daring with applaufe. 
Should there be Hill fome rigid hw. 
Who keep /rc/nV/;' in view, 
Whofe heads turn round, and cannot bear 
This whirling paffage thro' the air. 
Free leave have fuch at home to fit. 
And write a regimen for wit ; 
To clip our pinions let them try. 
Not having heart themfelves to fly. 

It was the Hour, when devoteea 
Breathe pious curfes on their knees. 
When they with pray'rs the day begin 
To fanftify i, night of fin ; 
When rogues of modefty, who roam 
Under the veil of night, fneak home. 
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That free from all reftraint and awcj 

Juft to the windward of the law, 

Lefs modeft rogues their tricks may play> 

And plunder in the face of da)^. 

But hold-'Whilll thns we play the fool^ 
In bold contempt of ev'ry rule. 
Things of no coni*e<jaence cxpreffing,. 
Defer ibing now, and now digr^ing^ 
To the difcredit of our fkiji. 
The main concern is flanding Hill. 

In Plays indeedji when florms of rage 
Tempeftuous in the foul engage. 
Or when the fpirits, weak and low. 
Are funk in deep diftrefs and woe. 
With frridt propriety we hear 
Defcription Healing en the ear. 
And put off feeling half an hour 
I'o thatch a fot, or faint afto^x\:i*r ; 
But in thcfey^r/o«j works, defign'd 
To mend the morals of mankind. 
We mull for ever be difgrac'd 
With ail the nicer fons of TaHe, 
If once, the fhadow to purfue. 
We let the fubftance out of view. 
Our means muil uniformly tend 
In due proportion to. their end. 
And ev'ry paflage aptly join 
To bring about the one defign. 
Our friends themfelves cannot adn^it • 
Thi& rambling, wild, digrellive Wit, 

Vol. LXVI. M No- 
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No— -not thofe very friends, who found 
Their credit on the felf-fame ground. 

Peace, my good grumbling Sir— for once. 
Sunk in the folemn, formal dunce. 
This Coxcomb fhall your fears beguile — r- 
We will be dull— that you may fmije. 

Come Method, come in all thy pride, 
DuUnefs and Whitehead by thy fide, 
Dullnefs and Method flill are one. 
And Whitehead is their darling fon. 
Not He * whofe pen, above controul. 
Struck terror to the guilty foul, 
Made Folly tremble thro' her flate. 
And villains blulh- at being great, 
Whilft he himfelf with ileady face, 
Difdaining modeily and grace. 
Could blunder on thro' thick and thin. 
Thro' ev'ry mean and fervile fm. 
Yet fwear by Philip and by Paul, 
He nobly fcom'd to blufh at all ; 
But He, who in the Laureat Chair, 
By Grace not Merit planted there. 
In aukward pomp is feen to fit. 
And by his faUnt proves his wit ; 
Fqt favours of the Great, we know. 
Can wit as well as rank bellow. 
And they who without one pretcnfion. 
Can get for fools a place or penfion, 

* Paul Whitehead. 

Mu* 
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Mud able be fuppos'd of courfe 
(If reafon is allow'd due force) 
To give fucli qualities and grace 
As may equip them for the place. 

But He— who meafurcs as he goes, 
A mongrel kind of tinkling profe, " 

And is too frugal to difpenfe 
At once both Poetry and Senfe; 
Who, from an-.idll his J; iwi 6* ting guard*. 
Deals out a Ciinrge 10 Jhtjeii Bards, 
\\'liere couplets after couplets creep 
Propitious to the reign of lleep. 
Yet ev'ry word imprints an awe, 
And all his diftates pafs for law 
With Beaux, who fimper all around. 
And Belles, who die in ev'ry found. . 
For in all things of this relation. 
Men mofily judge ixox^ fiiuaticn. 
Nor in a thcufand find we one 
Who really weighs what's faid or done. , 
They deal out cenfure, or give credit, . 
Merely from him who did or faid it. . 

But He — wlio, happily for ene. 
Means noticing, yet would feem to mean ; 
Who rules and cautions can difpenfe 
With all that humble infolence, 
V/hich Impudence in vain would teach. 
And none but mcdeft nien can reach; 
Who adds to Sentiments the grace 
Of always being out of place, 

M 2 And 
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And draiAils out Morals with an air 
A gentleman woold bluih to wear ; 
Who, on the chajlefi^ Jimpleft plan. 
As chafte^ TAfimple as the man. 
Without or cbaraSer, taploty 
Natui^e unknown, and Art forgot. 
Can, with much racking of the braint. 
And years confum'd in lettered pains, 
A heap of words together lay. 
And, fmirking, call the thing a Play ; 
Who champion fworn in Virtue's caufe, 
*Gainft Vice his tiny Bodkin draws. 
But to no part of prudence ftranger, 
Firft blunts the point for fear of danger. 
So nurfes fage, as caution works. 
When children firft ufe knives and fork9> 
For fear of mifchief, it is known. 
To others fingers, or their own. 
To take the edge off wifely chufe, 
Tho' the fame ftroke takes off the ufe. 

Thee, Whitehead, Thee I now invoke. 
Sworn foe to Satire's gen'rous ftroke. 
Which makes unwilling Confcience feel. 
And wounds, but only wounds to heal. 
Good-natur'd, eafy creature, mild. 
And gentle as a new- bom child. 
Thy heart would never once admit 
E*en nubolefome rigour to thy wit ; 
Thy heady if Confcience fhould comply. 
Its kind aftiftance wculd deny. 
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Ani lend thee neither force, nor art. 
To drive it onward to the heart. 
O may thy facred pow'r controul 
Each fiercer working of my foa!. 
Damp tvcry fpark of genuine fire. 
And languors like thine own infpire ; 
Trite be each thought, and ev'ry line 
As morale and as dull as Thine. 

Pois*d in mid-air— (it matters not 
To afcertain the very fpot. 
Nor yet to give you a relation. 

How it eluded gra<vitatiotr ) 

Hung a Watcb^To<wtr — ^by Vulcan plann'd 
With fuch rare &iU, by Jove's command. 
That evVy word, which whifpcr'd here 
Scarce vibrates to the neighbour ear. 
On the ftill bofom of the air 
Is borne, and heard diftin^y there. 
The palace of an ancient dame. 
Whom men as well as gods call Fame. 

A prattling gqffip, on whofe tongue 
Proof of perpetual motion hung ; 
Whofe lungs in ftrength all lungs furpafi. 
Like her own trumpet made of brafs ; 
Who with an hundred pair of eyes 
The vain attacks of fleep defies ; 
Who with an hundred pair of wings 
News from the farthefl quarters brings; 
Sees, hears, and tells, untold before. 
All that ihe knows, and ten times more, 

M 3 Not 
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Not all the virtues which we find 
Conccnter'd in a Hunter's mind. 
Can make her fpare the rancVous talc, 
]f in one point (he chance to fail ; 
Or if, once in a thoufand years, 
A perfeft charader appears. 
Such as of late with joy and pride 
My foul poffcfs'd, ere Arrow died ; 
Or fuch as, Envy muft allow. 
The world enjoys in H now.; 

This hag, who aims at all alike. 
At virtues e'en like theirs will ftrike. 
And make faults, in the way of trade. 
When Ihe can't find tliem ready made. 

All things fhe takes in, f ill and great. 
Talks of a ioy-Jhop and 2,jiats ; 
Of luits zn6. fools, of faints and kings. 
Of garters, ftars, and hading-ftrings ; 
Of old lor di fumbling for a clap* 
And young ones full of pray'* r and pap ; 
Of courts, of morals, and fye-ivigs. 
Of bears, SLndftrJeanis dancing jigs ; 
Of gra've prtfefjors at the bar 
Learning to tkrum on the guittar, 
Whilft laws zrejlubber^d o'er in hafte. 
And Judgment facrific'd to Tafte ; 
Of ivhited fepidchr.es , iavjn fiee-jes. 
And God's hcufe made a den of tbie'ues.i 
Oi fun*ral pcmps, where clamours hung. 
And fix'd difgrace on evVy tongue, 

Whil^ 
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Whilft Senfe and Order blufli'd to fee 
Nobles without Humanity j 
Oi coronations, where each heart* 
With honeft raptures, bore a part ; ' 
Of Cityfeaftsy where Elegance 
Was proud her colours to advance^ 
And Gluttony, uncommon cafe* 
Cou'd only get the fecond place ; 
Of neiv-rais^d pillars in the ftate. 
Who mull be good as being great ; 
Oi JhouUersy on which Honours fit 
Almoft as clumfily as Wit ; 
Of doughty knights y whom titUs pleafe. 
But not the payment of xh^fees ; 
Of leSiuresy whither ev*ry fool 
In/scond childhood goes to fchool ; 
Of grey-heards deaf to Reaibn's call. 
From Inn of Court, or City Rally 
Whom youthful appetites enflave. 
With one foot fairly in the grave. 
By help of crutch, a needful brother. 
Learning of Hart to dance with t' other ; 
Of do Si or s regularly bred 
To fill the manfions of the dead ; 
Of quacks (for quacks they muft be fiill 
W^ho fave when Forms require to kill) 
Who life, and health, and vigour give 
To Him, not one would wilh to live ; 
Of artifts who, v/ith nobleft view, 
Difmterellcd plans purfue, 

M 4 Far 



d by Google 



For trembling wordi ihe la4<ler raiic^ 
And mark out the afcent to pr^ife^ 
Of Art: and Sciences, ivterc meet 
Sublime y profound, and 4// compUuf^g . 
A Set (whom at iome 4tiei time 
The Mufe ihall conff crate in ruw^) 
Who humble Arties to out- do 
A far more liberal plan purfue» 
And let their luell-judg^d Premiums fall 
On thofe who have no worth at all ; 
Oi figfi'poji Exhibitions y rais'd 
For laughter more than to be prais'd 
(Tho* by the way we cannot fee 
Why prcdfe and laughter mayn't agree) 
Where genuine Humour runs to wp,fte> 
And juflly chides our want of tafle, 
Cenfur'd, like other things, tho' good, 
Becaufe they are not underftood. 

To higher fubjefts now She ibars^ 
And talks of politics and chores 
<If to your nice and chafter ears 
'I'hat term indelicate appears. 
Scripture politely fhall refine. 
And ;nelt it into concubine) ; 
In the fame breath fpreads Bourbon's leaguty 
And publifhes the grand intrigue \ 
In BruiTels or our onjon Gazette 
Makes armies fight which never met. 
And circulates the pox or plague 
To London, by the way of Hague ; 
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For all the lies which th^^.appear 
Stamped with authorhy conie here ; 
Borrows as freely from tlie gabble 
Of fome rude leader of a rabble. 
Or from the quaint haraagues of ihofc 
Who lead a nation by the nofe. 
As from thofe/tfr«j which, void of art> 
Burft from our boneft Patriot's heart. 
When Eloquence and Virtue (late 
Remarked to live in mutual hate) 
Fond of each other's friendftiip grown. 
Claim tw'^ry fentence for their own ; 
And with an equal joy recites 
Parade amours y and half -pay fight s^ 
Performed by heroes oi fair nveather. 
Merely by dint of lace 2Xidi feat her , 
As thofe rare ads which Honour taught 
Our daring fons where Granby fought^ 
Or thofe which, with fuperior ikill, 
Sackville atchiev'd hy ftanding ftill. 

This Hag (the curious if they pleafe 
May fearch from earlieft times to thefe. 
And Poets they will always fee. 
With gods and goddcj/es make free. 
Treating them all, except the Mufe, 
As fcarcely fit to wipe their (hoes) 
Who had beheld, from firft to laH, 
How our Triumvirate had pafs'd 
Night's dreadful interval, and heard 
With ftrid attention every word. 
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Soon as (he faw return of light, ' 
On founding pinions took her flight. 

Swift thro* the regions of the flcy^ 
Above the reach of human eye. 
Onward (lie drove the furious blaft. 
And rapid as a whirlwind paft 
O'er countries, once the feats of Taflet 
By Time and Ignorance laid wafte 5 
O'er lands, where former ages faw 
Rcajon and Truth the only law ; 
Where Arts anti Arms, and Public Lc<u^ 
In gcn'rous emulation ftrove ; 
Where kings were proud of legal fway. 
And fubjefts happy to obey, 
Tho* now in flav'ry funk, and broke 
To Sufierfiition's galling yoke ; 
•Of Arts, of Arms, no more they tell. 
Or Freedom, which with' Science fell. 
By tyrants aw'd, who never find 
The paffage to their people's mind. 
To whom the joy was never known 
Of planting in the heart their throne. 
Far from all profped of relief. 
Their hours in fruitlefs pray'rs and grief, 
F^or lofs of bleffings they employ. 
Which We unthankfully enjoy. 

Now is the time (had we the will) 
T' amaze the reader with cur Mil, 
To pour out fuch a flood of knowledge 
As might fuffice for a whole College, 
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Chilli with a true poetic force 

We trac'd the Goddefs in her courfe, 

S'uueetly defcribing, in our flight. 

Each common and uncommon fight. 

Making our journal gay and pleafant. 

With things long pad, and things now prefent. 

Rivers— ov.zt, Nymphs — (a transformation 
Is mighty pretty in relation) 
From great authorities we know. 
Will matter for a tale beflow. 
To make the obfervation clear. 
We give our friends an inftance here. 

The Day (that never is forgot) 
Was <very Jine, but 'very hot ; 
The Nymph (another gen'ral rule) 
Enilam'd with heat, laid down to cooU 
Her hair (we no exceptions find) 
Wa-j^d carelefs floating in the 'wind^ 
Her h:a'ving breaftsy like Jummer /eas, 
Seemed amorous of the playful breeze ; 
Should /«?«</ Defcription tune our lays 
In choice/} accents to her praife, 
Dcfcription we at laft ftiould find. 
Baffled and weak, would halt behind. 
Nature had form'd her to infpire 
In ev'ry bofom foft .defire, 
PaJJtons to raifejhe could not feel, 
/; ounds to inflict flje nx/ould not heal, 
A God (his name is no great matter^ 
Perhaps a Jove, perhaps a Satyr) 

Imaging 
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Raging with luft^ a go^Hce ikme. 

By chance, as uJuaU thither came ; 

With gloting eyes the fair-one vicw'd, 

Defir'd her firft, and then puriti'd. 

She (for what other can ihe do ?) 

Muft fly— or how can He pwrfoei 

7 he Mufe ((b culloifi kath decreed) 

Now proves her ^irit by her fpeed. 

Nor muft one limping line diigrace 

The life and vigour of the race. 

She runs» and He a.UNS> 'till at lengthy 

Quite deflitute of breath and ilrength. 

To Hewv^H (for there we ali apply 

For help, when there's no other nigh) 

She oiFers up her *virgin pray'r, 

(Can virgins pray unpitied there ?) 

And when the God thinks he has caught her. 

Slips thro' his hands, and runs to water. 

Becomes aj^ream, in which the Poet, 

If he has any wit, may fliew it. 

A ci(y once for pow'r renowned. 
Now levell'd even to the ground. 
Beyond all doubt is a diredion 
To introduce {omejine refledlion. 

j^Jb, looeful me I Ahy 'woeful man ! 
Ahy twoeful all ! do all ive can / 
"Who can on earthly things depend 
From one to t' other moment's end ? 
Honour, Wit, Genius, Wealth, and Glory, 
Good lack / good lack ! are tranfitory ; 

Nothing 
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Nothing is fare and ft^Jble fowad. 
The very earth itfelf tuvns round. 
Monarchs, nay Miniil^rs, snuil die. 
Mull rotf mviQiftink^Jh, me ! ab» wliy I 
Cities themfelves in time decay. 
If cities thus— -«^i&, 'w€ll'a-*day I 
If brick and mortar have an end. 
On what z2XifleJb and blood depend ! 
Ahf ivoeful me ! Ah, nxoeful man I 
Ahy njuoeful all ! do all nue can / 

England (for that's at laft the fcencr 
Tho' worlds on worlds fhoald rife between^ 
Whither we muft our courfe purfae) 
England ihould call into review 
Times long iince paft indeed, but not 
By Englilhmen to be forgot, 
Tho* England, once fo dear to Fame, 
Sinks in Great Britain's dearer name. 

Here could we njention chiefs of old. 
In plain and rugged honour bold. 
To Virtue kind, to Vkc Yeverc, 
Strangers to Bribery and fear. 
Who kept no wretched clans in awe. 
Who never broke or <warp*d the law ; 
Patriots, whom, in her better days. 
Old Rome might have been proud to raife ; 
Who, fteady to their Country's claim. 
Boldly ftood up in Freedom^ name. 
E'en to the teeth of Tyrant Pride, 
And when they copld do more, thby died* 

There 
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There {Jtr iking contrafl /) might we place 
A fervile, mean, degen'rate race, 
hirelings^ who valued nought but gold. 
By the bed bidder bought and fold ; 
Truants from Honour's facred laws. 
Betrayers of their Country's caufe ; 
The dupes of party, tools of pow'r. 
Slaves to the minion cf an hour ; 
Lacquics, vvho vvatch'd 2i favourite^ a nod. 
And took a puppet for their God* 

Sincere and honeft in our rimes. 
How might we praife thefe happier times ! 
How might the Mufe exalt her lays. 
And wanton in a Monarch's praife ! 
Tell of a Prince in England born, 
Whofe virtues England's crown adorn ; 
In youth a pattern unto age. 
So chails, fo pious, and fo fage ; 
Who true to all thofe facred bands 
Which private happinefs demands. 
Yet never lets them rife above 
The flronger ties of public love. 

With confcious pride fee England fta'nd. 
Our holy Charter in her hand. 
She waves it round, and o'er the ifle 
See Liberty and Courage fmile. 
No more fhe mourns her treafures hurl'd 
In/ubjidies to all the world ; 
No more by foreign threats difmay'd. 
No more decciv'd with foreign aid. 
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She deals out fums Xo petty States, 
Whom Honour fcorns, and Reafon hates j 
But, wifer by experience grown. 
Finds fafety in herfelf alone. 

Whilft thus, Ihe cries, my children Hand,. 
An honeft, valiant, native band, 
A train'd Militia, brave and free. 
True to their King, and true to Me, 
^0 foreign hirelings ihall be known. 
Nor need we hirelings of our cwn. 
Under a juft and pious reign 
I'he Statefman's fophillry is vain ; 
Vain is each vile corrupt pretence, 
Thefe are my natural defence ; 
Their Faith I know, and they Ihall prove 
The bulwark of the King the/ love. 

Thefe, and a thoufand things beiide. 
Did we confult a Poet's pride. 
Some gay, fome ferious, might be faid. 
But ten to one they'd not be read ; 
Or were they by fome curious few. 
Not even thofe would think them true. 
For, from the time that Jubal firft 
Sweet ditties to the harp rehears 'd. 
Poets have always been fufpedled 
Of having truth in rime negledled. 
That Bard except, who from his youth 
Equally fam'd iox faith and truth , 
By prudence taught, in courtly chime 
To courtly ears brought Truth in Rime* 
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But tho' to Pocti we AVwt, 

No matter when acquir'4 of ho^. 

From Truth unbounded deviation^ 

Which cuiiom calls Imagination, 

Yet can't they be fupposM to Jyc 

One-half fo faft as Fame can By. 

Therefore (to folve this Gordian kiKJt, 

A point we almOft' had forgot) 

To courteous readers be it knomi. 

That fond of verfe and falfhood grown. 

Whim we in fweet digreflion fung. 

Fame check'd hei* flight, and held her tongiie. 

And now purfues with double force 

And double fpeed her deftin'd courfe ; 

Nor flops, till fhe the place arrives 

Where Genius llarves, and Dullneft thrives ; 

Where riches virtue are efteem'd. 

And craft is trueft wifdom deem'd ; 

Where Commerce proudly rears her throne 

In ftate to other lands unknown ; 

Where to be cheated, and to cheat. 

Strangers from ev'ry quarter meet ; 

Where Chriftians, Jews, and Turks ftiake hands. 

United in commercial bands. 

All of oiiz faith, and that, to own 

No God but Intereft alone. 

When gods and goddefTes come down 
To look about them here in town, 
(For change of air is under ftood 
By Sons of Phyfic to be good,. 

In 
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In due proportions no^ aod then * . . . 

For thefe fame gocU 4$ welias nun) 

By cuftom rul'd, and act a Fbet 

So very dull^ but he muA kndw it» 

In ordtfr to remMXiJacog. 

They always travel in a fog« 

Fcr if we Majefty expoTe 

To vulgar eyes, too cheap.it grows; 

The force is ioi^, and free from awe,. 

We fpy and cenfure Gv^ry flaw. 

But well preferv'd from public view. 

It always breaks forth frefli and news 

Fierce as the Sun in all his pride, 

It fhines, and not a fpot's defcried. 

Was Jove to lay his thunder by. 
And with his brethren of the fky 
Defcend to earth, and frifk about. 
Like chattering N***, from rout to rout. 
He would be found, with all his hoft, 
A nine days wonder at the moll. 
Would we in trim our honours wear. 
We muft preferve them from the air : 
What is familiar, men negleA, 
However worthy of refped. 
Did they not find a certain friend 
In novelty to recommend, 
(Such we by fad experience find 
The wretched folly of mankind) 
Venus might unattraftive Ihine, 
And H*** fix no eyes but mine. 

Vol. LXVI. N But 
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But Fame, who never car'd a jot 
Whether (he was admirM or not. 
And never bl«fli'd to &ew her fa^e 
At any time in any place. 
In her own fhape, without difguHe, 
And vifible to mortal eyes. 
On 'Change, exadk at feven o'clock. 
Alighted on the ^weather-cock^ 
Which, planted there time out of mind. 
To note the changes of the wind. 
Might no improper emblem be . 
Of her own mutability. 

Thrice did Jhe found her Trump (the fam« 
Which from the firll belong'd to Fame, 
An oU ill-/a*vour*d inftrumcnt 
With which the goddefs was content, 
Tho' under a politer rsLce^ 
Bag-pipes might well fupply its place) 
And thrice awaken'd by the found, 
A genVal din prevailed around, 
Confufion thro' the City paft. 
And Fear beilrode the dreadful blaft. 

T]\o(t fragrant currents^ which we meet 
Diftilling foft thro' ev'ry ftreet. 
Affrighted from the ufusd courfe. 
Ran murmuring upwards to their fource ; 
Statues wept tears of blood, as iaft 
As when a Csfar breath'd his lail ; 
Korfes, which always us*d to go 
h foot-pace in my Lor<i Mayor* s Show, 

Jff,petUiBS 
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Impetuous from their liable broke. 
And Aldermen and Oxen fp(ike. 

Halls felt the forc^^ to^w^rs (book around^ 
KxAjieeples nodded to the ground ; 
St. Paul himfelf (fbrange iight I) was feea 
To bow as humbly as the Daw. 
The Manfion-Houje, for ever plac'd 
A monument of City Tajie, 
Trembled> and feeiti'd aloud to groan 
Thro' all that hidt ous wcigat of ilone. ^ 

To ftiil the found, or flop her ears. 
Remove the caufe or f nfe of fears, 
Phyfic, in college feated high. 
Would any thing, but medicine try. 
No more in Pewt'rers-Hall * was heard 
The proper force of ev'ry word ; 
Thofe feats were defolate become, 
A haplefs Elocution dumb. 
Form, City-horn, and City-bredt -. 
By ftridl decorum ever led. 
Who threefcore years had known the grace 
Of one, dull, ftiff, un'uaried pace. 
Terror prevailing, over Pride, 
Was fcen to take a larger llride ; 
Worn to the bone, and cloath*d in rags. 
See Av'rice clofer hug his bags ; 
With her own weight unwieldy grown, 
See Credit totter on her throne ; 

* Where Mr. Sheridair, at this period, read Lectures on 
Elocution. 

N 2 Virtue 
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Virtue alone* had ihe been there* 

The mighty found* nnmov'd, could bear. 

Up from the gorgeous bed* where Fate 
Dooms annual fools to Heep in Rttc, 
To deep fo found that not one gleam 
Of fancy can provoke a dream* 
Great DuUman darted at the found* 
Gap*d* rubb*d his eyes, and flar'd around* 
Much did he wifli to know, much fear 
Whence founds fo horrid ftruck his ear. 
So much unlike thofe peaceful notes* 
That equal harmony which floats 
On the dull wing of City air. 
Grave prelude to a feaft or fair : 
Much did he inly ruminate 
Concerning the decrees of Fate, 
Revolving, tho' to little end. 
What this fame trumpet might portend. 

Could the French— no— that could not be 
Under Bute's a^ive miniftry. 
Too luatchful to be fo deceived. 
Have ftolen hither unperceiv'd ? 
To Newfoundland indeed, we know* 
Fleets of war unobferv'd may go ; 
Or, if obferv'd, may be fuppos*d. 
At intervals when Reafon doz'd* 
No other point in view to bear 
But pleafure* health, and change of air. 
But Realon ne'er could fleep fo found 
To let an enemy be found 

li 
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In our Land's heart, ere it was known 
They had departed from their own. 

Or could his y«ff^r (ambition 
Is ever haunted with fufpicion) 
His daring y«ff(^r eleSi, 
All cuiloms> rules, and forms TQ]t&, 
And aim, regardlefs of the crime. 
To feize the chair before his time ? 

Or (deeming this the lucky hour. 
Seeing his countrymen in pow'r, 
fbo/e countrymtHy who, from the firft. 
In tumults and rebellion nurs'd. 
However they wear the mafk of art. 
Still lo*ve a Stuart in their heart) 

Could Scottifh Charles 

ConjeBuri thus. 

That mental Ignis Fatnus, 

Led his poor brains a weary dance 

From France to England, hence to France, , - 

'Till Information (in the fhape 

Of Chaplain learned, good Sir Crape, 

A lazy, lounging, pamper'd prieft. 

Well known at ev*ry City feaft. 

For he was feen much oft*ner there 

Than in the Houfe of God at Pray'r ; 

Who always ready in his place, 

Ne'er let God's creatures wait for grace, 

Tho', as the beft hiftorians write, 

Lcfs fam'd for Faith than Appetite, 

N 3 His 



d by Google 



itz CHURCHILL**s POEMS. 

His difpofition x6 reveal, 
TJie grace was fliort, and long the meal ; 
Who always would excefs admit, 
If Haunch or Turtle came with it. 
And ne'er engagM in the defence 
Of felf-denying.abilinence, 
.When he. could fortunately meet 
With any thing he lik'd to eat ; 
Who knew that Wine, on Scripture plan. 
Was made to chear the heart of man ; 
• Knew too, by long experience taught, 
.That chearfulnefs was kill'd by thought ; 
And from thofe premifes coUeded, 
. ( W hich few perhaps would have fufpeftcd) 
.That none, who with due {hare of fenfc 
. Obferv'd the ways of Providence, 
». Could withfafe confcience leave oiF drinking, 
Till they had loft the pow'r of thinking; 
With eyes halfrclos'd came <waMing in. 
And, having, ftrok'd his double chin, 
{That chin, whofe credit to maintain 
Againft the fGcffs of the profane, 
.Had coft him more than ever State ' 
, Paid for a poor. Eleil orate. 
Which after allithe coft and rout 
,It had been better, much without) 
. Briefly, (for hreahfaj}, you muft know, 
•Was waiting all the while below) 
Related, bowing to the ground. 
The caufe of thac uncommon found \ 

lUlatei 
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Related too, that at the door, 

Pompofo, Plaufible, and Moore *, 

Begg'd that Fame might not be allow'd 

Their fliame to publilh to the crowd ; 

That fome new laws he would provide, 

(If old could not be mifapplied. 

With as much cafe and fafety there. 

As they are mifapplied elftiuhere) 

By 'wbich it might be conllrued treafon 

In Man to exercife his reafon j 

Which might ingenioujly devife 

One punilhment for truth and lies ; 

And fairly prove, when they had done, • 

That Truth and Fallhood were but one ; 

Which Juries muft indeed retain. 

But their effeft (hould render vain. 

Making all real pow'r to refl: 

In one corrupted rotten breaft^ 

By whofe/«^ glofs the very Bible 

Might be interpreted a libeL 

Moore, (who, his rev'rence to fave. 
Pleaded the Fool to fcreen the Knave, 
Tho' all, who witnefs'd on his part. 
Swore for his head^^2AXi9i his heart) 
Had taken down, from iirft to laft, 
A juil account of all that paft ; 
But, iince the gracious will of Fate^ 
Who mark'd the child for wealth and ftate 

• A Clergyman, who unlackily involved himiiBlf in the Cock- 
Lane Ghoft impofllion. 

N 4 E'en 
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E'en in thecT&dle> had .decreed ' ; • 
. The mighty Dullman ne'er (buOukl iwad* . ' ,« 
. T£at office o£ df^ace to bear 
The /mocthJifip' J PUttfiWe was there. 
FromH***** e'en to Clerkcnwcll 
Who. knows not /mooih-itpp* if Fianx&Ac ? 
A preacher deen\'d of greatell note, . 
For preaching that which others wrote. 
Had Dullman now (aiid fools we fee 
Seldom want curioiity) 
Confented (but the mourning jhade 
Of Gafcoyne ♦ haften'd to his aid. 
And in his hand, what could he more ? 
Triumphant ;Canning's pidure bore) 
That our three heroes fliould advance. 
And read their ccptical romance. 
How rich a feaft, what royal fare 
We for our readers might prepare ! 
So rich, and yet fo fafe a feaft. 
That no one fore' gn blatant beaft, . 
Within the purlieus of the la<w 
Should dare thereon to lay his paw. 
And, growling, cry, with furly tone. 
Keep ofF — tbii f^^^fl '-f ^H f^y otvn. 
Bending to earth the downcaft eye. 
Or planting it again ft the fkv. 
As one immers'd in deepeft thought. 
Or with fome holy vifion caught, 

* Sir Crifp Oafccyne. 
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His hands, to aid the traitor's art. 

Devoutly folded ©"ter his- heart. 

Here Moore, m fraud welf flcill'd, fliodd go, 

JU Saint, with foleinn ftep and flow. 

O that Religion's facred name. 

Meant to infpire the pureft flame, 

A proftitute ihould ever be 

To that arch fiend Hy pocrify. 

Where we find cv'ry other vice 

Crown'd with damn^ d fneaking co^wardice ! 
Bold fin reclaimed is often feen ; 

?aft hope that man, nuho dans he mean. 
There full oi flejb, acd full of grace. 

With that^»^ rQund unmeaning face 

Which Nature gives to fons of earth 

Whom Ihe defigns for eafe and mirth. 

Should the prim Plaufible be feen. 

Obferve his iHff affedled mien ; 

'Gainft Nature, arm'd by Gravity, 

His features too in buckle fee ; 

See what with fandlity he reads. 

With what Devotion tells his beads I 

Now Prophet, fhew me, by thine art. 

What's the Religion of his heart ; 

Shev/ there, if truth thou can'fl unfold. 

Religion centered all in gold ; 

Shew kirn, nor fear corrcclion's rod. 

As falfe iofricndjbip, as to God. 

Horrid, un-wieldy, woithout form. 
Savage, as ocean in a florm. 



0/ 
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Of JtKe prodigious » in the rear, 

^hat pofl of honour t fhould appear 

Pompofo ; Fame around fliould tell - 

How he a flave to intVeft fell ; 

How, for integrity renowned. 

Which bookfellers have often found. 

He iax fubfcribers baits his hook. 

And takes their cafti — but where's the book ? 

No matter where— ^jj/f fear, we know, 

forbids the robbing of a foe ; 

But what, to ferve our private ends. 

Forbids the cheating of our friends ? 

No man alive, who would not fwear 

AlVsfafe, and therefore hofiefi there. 

For, fpite of all the learned fay. 

If we to truth attention pay. 

The word Dijhonefty is meant 

For nothing elfe hutfunijhment. 

Fame too fhould tell, nor heed the threat 

Of rogues, who brother rogues abet. 

Nor tremble at the terrors hung 

Aloft, to make her hold her tongue^ 

How to all principles untrue. 

Not fixM to old friends, nor to neiv. 

He damns the fcnjion which he takes. 

And loves the Stuart he forfakes. 

Nature (who jullly regular 

Is very feldom known to err. 

But now and then vafporti've mood. 

As fome rude vnU have underllood. 
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Or through much ijoork required ifi hafie. 
Is with a random ftroke difgrac'd) 
Pompcfo, f brm d on dt>uhtf/il pHn, 
Not quite a 6ea^, nor quite a man, 
Like^ Go J knows njohat — for never yet 
Could the moll fubtle human wit 
Find out a monftbr, ivhich might be 
The fliadow of zJimiU. 

These Three, these Gr£at, these mightt 
Nor can the Poet'*s truth agree, [ThrEE> 

Howe'er report hath done him wrong. 
And warp'd the purpofe of his fong, 
Amongft the refufe of their race. 
The fons of infamy, to place 
That open, gen'rous, manly mind 
Which we with joy in Aldrich find. 
Thefe Three, who now are faintly Ihewn, 
'jufi (ketch* dy and fcarcely to be known. 
If Dullman their requeft had heard. 
In ftronger colours had appeared ; 
And friends, tho' partial, at firft view, 
Sbudd*ringj had own*d the picture true. 

But had their Journal been difplay*d. 

And the whole procefs open laid. 

What a vaft unexhaufled field 

For mirth muft fuch a Journal yield ! 

In her own anger ftrongly charm 'd, 

'Gainft hope, 'gainft fear by confcicnce arm*d. 

Then had bold Satire made her way, 

Kttigbu, Lords, and Dukes, her deftin'd prey. 

But 
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Bat Prudence, ever Ikcred name 
To thofe who feel not Virtue's fianie> 
Or only feel it at tKc beft 
As the dull dupe of i»ttreft, 
Whifper'd aloud (for this we find 
A cuftom current with mankind^ 
So loud to whifper, that each word 
May all around be plainly heard. 
And Prudence fure would never miii 
A cuftom fo contriv'd as this 
Her candour to fecure, yet aim 
Sure death againil another's fame) 
Knightsy Lords, and Z)«itf/— mad wretch, forbear. 
Dangers unthought of ambufti there ; 
Confine thy rage to weaker flaves. 
Laugh 2Xfmall fools, zxi^hSkJmallkna*ues, 
But never, helplefs, mean, and poor, 
Rufh on, where laws cannot fecure ; 
Nor think thyfelf, miftaken youth. 
Secure in principles of truth, 
Truth ! Why, fhall ev'ry wretch of lettcri 
Dare to fpeak truth again ft his betters / 
Let ragged Virtue Hand aloof. 
Nor mutter accents of reproof; 
Let ragged Wit a mute become. 
When wealth and pow'r would have her dumb. 
For who the devil doth not know. 
That titles and eftates beftow 
An ample flock, where'er they fall. 
Of graces which we mental call ? 

Beggars* 



d by Google 



T H E G H O S^ T. it> 

Beggars, in ev'ry age and nadon. 
Are rogues and fools by iituation ; 
The rich and great are underftood 
To be of courfe both wHe and good. 
Confalt then int'refl more than pride, 
Difcreetly take the ftrongerfide 5 
Bcfert in tiir*e the fimple few. 
Who Firtue's barren path parfue ; 
Adopt my maxims— — follow me— — 
To Baal bow the pruc'ent knee ; 
Deny thy God, betray thy friend. 
At Baal's altars hourly bend ; 
So fhalt thou rich and great be feen ; 
To be great ncrWy you muft be mean. 

Hence, Tempter, to fome weaker foul> 
Which fear and intereft controul ; 
Vainly thy precepts are addrels'd. 
Where Virtue fteels the Heady bread-. 
Thro' meannefs wade to boafted pow'r. 
Thro' guilt repeated ev'ry hour ; 
What is thy gain, when all is done. 
What mighty laurels haft thou won ? 
Dull.crowds, to whom the heart's unknown, 
Praife thee for virtues not thy own ; 
But will, at once man's fcourge and friend. 
Impartial Confciencc too commend ? 
From her reproaches can'ft thou fly ? 
Can'ft thou with worlds her lilence buy ? 
Believe it not— her Kings Ihall find 
A paflage to thy coivard mind. 

There 
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There (hall fhc fix her fluirpeft dart, . 
There (hew thee truly, as thni art^ 
Unknown to thofe^ by lixUm tbou\t prk^di 
Known to thy f elf to he dejpis*d\ 

The man who weds the facred Mufc, 
Difdains all mercenary views. 
And he who Virtue's throne would rear* 
Laughs at the phantoms rais'd by fear. 
Tho' Folly y rob*d in purple, fhines, 
Tho' Vice exhaufts Perwvian mines. 
Yet (hall they tremble, and turn pale. 
When Satire wields her mighty flail ; 
Or fhould they, of rebuke afraid. 
With Melcombe feek hell's deepeil Ihade, 
Satire, ftill mindful of her aim. 
Shall bring the cowards back to ihame. 

Hated by many, lov'd by few. 
Above each little private view, 
Honeft, tho' poor, (and who Ihall dare 
To difappoint my boafHng there ?) 
Hardy and refolute, tho' weak. 
The diftates of my hear^ to fpeak. 
Willing I bend at Satire's throne ; 
What powV I have, be all her own. 
Nor fhall yon' laivyer^s fpecious art, 
Confcious of a corrupted heart. 
Create imaginary fear. 
To damp us in our bold career. 
Why ftiould we fear ? and what ?• The laws ? 
They all arc arm'd in Virtue'* caufej 

And 
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And aiming at the iclf^hme end« 
Satire is always Virtue's fiiend : 
Nor ihall that Mttfe> whofe honeil rage> 
In a corrupt degenerate age, 
(When dead to ev'ry nicer fenfe. 
Deep funk in vice and indolence^ 
The Spirit of old Rome was broke 
Beneath the tyrant fiddler* % yoke) 
Banifh'd the rofe from Nero's cheek, 
XJnder a Brunfwick fear to fpeak. 

Drawn by Conceit from Reafon's plan. 
How vain is that/e^r creature^ Man I 

How pleas'd is ev'ry paltry elf 

To prate about that thing himfelf ! 

After my promife made in rime. 

And meant in earneft at that time. 

To jog, according to the mode. 

In one dull pace, in one dull road. 

What but that curfe of heart and head 

To this digrejjion could have led. 

Where plung'd, in vain I look about. 

And can't flay in, nor well get out. 
Could I, whilft Humour held the quill. 

Could I digrefs with half that fldll. 

Could I with half that ikill return. 

Which we fo much admire in Sterne; 

Where each dignjpon, feeming vain. 

And only fit to entertain. 

Is found on better recoUedlion, 

To have a jufl and nice connexion. 



To. 
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To help the whole with «loa4Vo«»*arv « v> );» :ti r. • 
Whence it feems idly to-^leparl^ . : ., ,. *» .. ..» u,, ?^ 

Then fhould our reader* .nt'cracaHfehrv. . .- »■ t 
Thefe wild excurfions laf ih^Mm^*' i..<, .: Vi * r. > v - 
Ne'er backward turn dull pag«#o'Qr \ . ,.\. i - . {• 
To recoUedl whatu^ent hAfotr; v ., . w. . i 

Deeply imprefs'd, and evtt* fnew, • . - \\- .- ^^^u »• J 
Each image pa^ (hould Aaimo vj»w* <. . ., ^tu 
And we to Didloiftn- now come. ift, .: ....{:.. 

As if we ne'er had abient bcom * . '.<♦.(... 

Have yoa not {^a, when danger's o«ar«. ........ 

The coward cheek turn 'OfJ^ite witk fear.? . .t 

Have you not feen, when dangler's fi«d,. 

The relf-famc cheek with joy turn r<w'/ . » . 

Thefe are low fymptoms which We find • 

Fit only for a vulgar mind, . > 

Where honell features, void of arti. 

Betray the feelings of the heart: 

Our Dullman with a face Was Wefs'd ' «• . I 

Where no one paffion was exprefs'd ; 

His eye, in 2Lfineftupor caught, ' 

Imply 'd a plenteous lack of thought*; " 

Nor was one line that whole face feen in, ' ' • 

Which could be juftly charg'd with ixie^ning^. • •«' • ' ' 

To Avarice by ^/rri6 ally'd, • ^i' 

Debauch'd by /p^rrr/arg-^ into /r/V<r, •" •• ' 

In age grown fond of youthful fports,* " J ••' • 

Of pomps, of vanities, and courts; ' ' : . - M* 
And by fuccefs too mighty mz^t ' '- m ' Im 

To love his country or fais' trade, . • .i. . ;u' 

5 '' I Stiff 
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Stlf in opinion (no lare Qt£s • 

M^ith blockheads in 0^ oiit «f place) 
Too weak, and tfifolent of fottl. 
To fufEer Reafon'i )a^ coocroulj 
But bending, of his own agcord> ■ . ' ■ 
To that trim tranjient toy. My Lord ; 
The dupe of Scots (a fatal race. 
Whom God in ivratb contriv'd to place, 
To fcourge our crimes, and gall our pride,* 
A conllant thorn in England's fide j 
Whom firft, our greatnefs to oppofe, . 
He in his vengeance mark'd £or foes ; 
Then, more to ferve his wrathful ends. 
And more to curfe us^ inark'd ior frieuds)^ 
Deep in the State, if we give credit 
To him, for no one elfe e'er faid it; 
Sworn friend of great ones not a few, 
Tho' he their titles only knew. 
And thofe (which envious of his breedir.g 
Book'ivorms havacharg'd to want of reading) 
Merely to ihew himfelf polite. 
He never would pronounce aright'; 
An Orator with whom a hoA 
Of thofe which Rome and Athens boafl, . 
In all their pride might not contend ; . 
Who, with no pow*rs to recommend, . 
Whilft Jackey Hume, and. Billy Whitehcxid,. 
And Dickey Glover fat delighted. 
Could fpeak whole days in Nature's fpite,. 
Juft as thofe ahk Fer/^^me^wrkc, . 
VaL. LXVI. O Great 
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Qreat Dullman from his bed a;rofe— 
Thrice did he fpit— *thrice wip'd his nofe— • 
Thrice ftrove to flnile— ihrice ilroVe to frown— 
And thrice look'd up— and thtice IbokM down- 
Then filcnce broke— Crape, who am I ? 
Crape bow'd, and iinil'd an arch reply. 
Am I not. Crape— I am, ycfU know. 
Above all thofe who are below. - 
Have I not knowledge ?' and for w/fi 
Money will always purchafe it ; 
Nor, if it needful fhoold befband. 
Will 1 gtudge ten, t)r twenty poraidi 
For which the whole flock may be bonght 
Of fcoundrel wits not worth a groat. 
But left I ihould proceed too far^ 
I'll feel my friend the Minijhry 
{Great men. Crape, muft not be negleaed) 
How he in this point is afi:e6led ; 
For, as I ftand a magiftrate. 
To ferve him firft, and next the State, 
Perhaps he may not think it fit 
To let his magillrates have wit. 
Boaft I not, at this very hour, 
Thofe large efFeas which troop with powV ? 
Am I not mighty in the land I 
Do not I fit, whilft others (land t 
Am I not with rich garments gracM,. 
In feat of honour always placM ? . 
And do not Cits of chief degree, 
Tho' proud to otjicrs, bend tome.? 

Hav« 
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Have I not, as a Juftice qiight, . , / 

The laws fuch wholefome rigour taught. 
That Fornication, in difgrace^ 
Is now afraid to fhew her face. 
And not one whpre thefe walls appreachej, 
Uhlefs they ride in our o\vn coaches ? , . 
And ihall t^is Fame, ^^xLold foor ftrumpet, . 

V/ithout our licence found her trumpet. 
And, envious of our City's q^uiet,, 
In broad day-light blow up a riot ? 
If infolence like this we bear. 
Where is our ftatc ? our office where I 
Fare^-well all honours of our reign, 
Farrwell the neck-^ennohling Chain, 
Freedom's kno<wn badge o'er all the globe, 
Fare-well^e/oUmn'/preading Koh^y ' ). 

Fare<well the ^wot^-^fare^ell the Mace, 
Fareivell all Title, Pomp, and Place* 
Remov'd from men of high degree, 
(A lofs to themy Crape, not to me) 
Bani/h'd to Chippenham, or to Frome, 
DuUman once more fhall ply the Loom, 

Crape^ lifting up his Jiands and eyts, 
Dullman— the Loomsit Chippenham— cries. 
If there be Pow'rs which greatnefs love. 
Which rule belo-w, but divell aho^vty 
Thofe Pow'rs united all fhall join 
To contradid tlic rafti defign. 

Sooner Ihall ftubborn Wilt lay dowii 
His oppofiticn with his gc^n, 

t) 2 Sooner 
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Sooner fliall Temple leave the road 
Which leads to Virtue's mean abode,. 
Sooner fhall Scots this country quit. 
And England's foes be friends to Pitt, 
Than Dullman, from his grandeur thrown. 
Shall wander out-call, and unknown. 
Sure as that cane (a cane there Hood 
Near to a tabhy made of ixjooci^ 
Of dry fine wood a table made. 
By fome rare artift in the trade. 
Who had enjoy'd immortal praife 
If he had liv'd in Homer*s days) 
Sure as that cane, which once was feen. 
In pride of life all frefh and green. 
The banks of Indus to adorn ; 
Theny of its leafy honours (horn. 
According to exadteft rule. 
Was falhion'd by the workman's tool. 
And which at prefent we behold 
Curioufiy polilli'd, .crown'd ^'wkigold. 
With gold lAjell-'wrokght ; fure as that cane 
Shall never on its native plain 
Strike root afrefh, fhall never more 
Flourifn in tawny India's ihore. 
So fure fhaU Dullman and his race 
To latefl times this flation grace. 

Dullman, who all this while had kept 
His eye-lids clos'd as if he (lept. 
Now looking ftedfallly on Crape, 
As at fome God in human fhapc — 

Crape, 
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Crape, I proteft, you feem to me 
To have difcharg'd a prophecy ; 
/Irj— from the firfl it doth appear. 
Planted by Fate, the DuUmans^^r^ 
Have always held a quiet reign. 
And here Ihall to the laft remain. 

Crape, they're all wrong about this Ghofi^^ 
•Quite on the wrong fide of the poft — 
Blockbcadii to take // in their head 
To be a meffage from the dead. 
For that by mijjion they deiign, 
A word not half fo good as mine. 
• Crape — here it is— ftart not one doubt— 
A plot — a plot — I've found it out. 

O God !— cries Crape, — how bleft the nation. 
Where one fon boafts fuch penetration ! 

Crape, I've not time to tell you now 
When I difcover'd this, or hoijo ; 
To Stentor go— if he's not there. 
His place let Bully Norton bear-^ 
Our Citizens to council call — 
Let all meet— 'tis the caufe of all. 
Xet the three witneffes attend 
With allegations to befriend. 
To fwear juft fo much, and no more. 
As we inllruft them in before. 

Stay— Crape— come back — what, don't you fee 
Th' eifefts of this difcovery ? ■ 

Dullman all care and toil endures— 
The profit. Crape, will all.be jo«r/. 

O 3 A Mitre 
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A Mitre (for, this arduous taflc 
Perform^, thcyUI grant wbatc'er I afkj 
A Mitn (and perhaps the beft) , * 

Shall thro* my interefl'make thee blcft, . 
And at this time, when ^r^zr/o/// Fate 
Dooms to the Scot the reins of State, 
Who is more fit (and for your ufe 
We could fome inriances produce) 
Of England's Church to be xhc Ileacf, 
Than you, a Prj:Jhyterian J^red ? 
But when thus mighty ycu are made. 
Unlike the brethren of thy trade. 
Be grateful. Crape, and let me not, 
Lik dA/ Newcallle, be forgot. 

But an afFa'r, Crape, of this iizc 
Will a(k from Condud vaft fupplies ; . •/ 

It muft not, as the vulgar fay. 
Be donfc in hugger-mugger way. 
Traitors indeed (and that's difcreet) 
Who hatch the plot, in private meet; 
They fhould in public go, no doubt, 
Wkofe bufincfs is to find it out. 

To-morrow— if the day appear 
Likely to turn out fair and clear — 
Proclaim a grand Procejionade-^ 
Be all the City pomp difplay'd. 
Let the 9>«/«-^<?«//r— Crape (hook his head— 
They heard the trumpet and were fled— 
Well—cries the Knight— if that's the cafe, 
M^ Jer'vants fliall iupply their place — 

Jl/jf 
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*riian what my fcrvants did before^ 

Doft not remerabcT, Cxape, that day, 

When, DuUman's grandeur to difplay. 

As all too fimple, and too loW> 

Our City friends were thruft below, 

Whilft, as more worthy of our love. 

Courtiers were entertain'd above ? ^ 

Tell me, who waited then ? and how? 

My fervants— «r/«<p— and why not now ? ' 

In hafte then. Crape, to Stentor go-* 

But fend up Hart, who waits below ; 

With him, till you return again, 

(Reach me ray fpeaaclts and cane) 
I'll make a proof how I advance in 
My new accomplifhment of dancing. 
Not quite fo fall as lightning flies, 

Wing'd with red anger, thro' the fkies ; 

Not quite fo faft as, fent by Jove, 

Iris defcends on wings of Love ; 

Not quite fo faft as Terror rides 

When he the chafing winds beftrides j 

Crape hobbled --but his mind was good— 

Cou'd he go fafter than he cou'd ? 

Near to that To^W, which, as we're told. 

The mighty Julius rais'd of old. 

Where to the block by Juftice led. 

The rebel Scot hath often bled, 

Where arms are kept fo clean, fo bright, 

'Twere fm they Ihould be foil'd in fight, 

O 4 Where 
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Where brutes ^ foreign W^ ar^ fhewn 
By brutes much gresJter of d^c^iua ; 
Fall by the crouded Thames^ is foond 
An ample fqu^ire of facred ground # 
Where artlefs Eloquence prefjdesu 
And Nature ev'ry fcntcpce guides. 

Here Female Parliaments debate 
About Religion, Trade, and State ; 
Here ev'ry Naiad's patriot foul, 
Difdaining foreign bafe controul, 
Defpifmg French^ defpifing Erfcy 
Pours forth the plain old Englijh curfe. 
And bears aloft, with terrors hung. 
The honours Qi the ^vulgar tongue. 

Here S ten tor, always heard with awe, 
.In thiaid'ring accents deals out law. 
Twelve furlongs oiF each dreadful word 
Was plainly acd diftinftly heard. 
And ev'ry neighbour hill around 
Return'd and fwell'd the mighty found. 
The loudeft Virgin of the ilream, 
Compar'd with him^ would filent feem ; 
Thames, (who, enrag'd to find his courfe* 
Oppos'd, rolls down with double force, 
Againft the Bridge indignant roars. 
And lafhcs the refounding fliores) 
Compar'd with him^ at lovveft tide, 
Jn fofteit whifpers feems to glide. 

Hither dlrcdc;d by the noife, 

Swell'd with the hope of future joys, 

Thrd' 
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Thro' too much zeal and hjtfte madelatli?. 
The re^v'rend flave of DaJlman catne^ ' 

Stentor— with.fuch a feriott^ aii;. 
With fuch a face of >/l^* care, • 
As might import him to cotitain 
.A nation's welfare in his brain— 
Stentor-^cries Crape— I'm hither fent 
On bufinefs of moil high intent. 
Great Dullman's orders to convey ; 
Dullman commands, and I obey. 
Big with thofe throes which patriots feel. 
And laboring for the common weal. 
Some fecret which ^forbids him reft* 
Tumbles and toJJ'es in his breall. 
Tumbles and to//es to get free ; 
And thus the Chief commands 4Dy me. 

To-morrow, if *the day appear 
Likely to turn out fair ^nd dear- 
Proclaim a grand Proceffiortade — 
Be all the City pomp difplay'd— 
Our Citizens to council call- 
Let iz// meet— 'tis the caufe of alL 
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y^OXC'OMBS, who v^iflly make pretence 

^ To fomething of exalted fcnfe 

'Bove other men, and, gravely nm/e, 

AiFe6t thofc pleafures to defpife. 

Which, merely to the eye confinM, 

Bring no improvepient to the mind. 

Rail at all pomp : They would tiot go 

For millions to a puppet-JhonVf 

Nor can forgive the mighty crime 

Of countenancing pantomime ; 

No, not at Co vent- Garden, where, 

Without a head for play or play'r. 

Or, could a head be found mod fit. 

Without one play'r to fecond it. 

They muft, obeying Folly s call. 

Thrive by mere (how, or not at all. 

With thefe gra*ve fops, who (blefs their brains) 
Moft cruel to themfelves, take pains 
For wrctchedncfs, and would be thought 
Much wifer than a wife man ought 
For his own happinefs to be ; 
Who, what they hear, and what they fee. 
And what they fmell, and talle, and feel, 
DiHruil, till Reafon fets her feal. 
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And, by long trains ^f confequjence^ 
Enfur'd, givea TanQion to the Sen/es j 
Who would not, Heav'n forbid it ! waflc 
One hour in what the world calls Tafte, 
Nor fondly deig;i to laugh or cry, 
Unlefs they know fome reafon why ; 
With thefe gr^tvf fops, whofe fyftem fecmfc 
To give up certainty for dreams. 
The Eye of Man is underftood 
As for no other purpofe good 
Than as a door, thro' which of courfe 
Their paffage crouding objects force, 
A downright ulher, to admit 
New-comers to the court of Tflt, 
(Good Gravity, forbear thy fpleen. 
When I fay ^//, I ff^i/dom mean) 
Where (fuch the pradice of the Court, 
Which legal precedents fupport) 
Not one idea is allow'd 
To pafs unqueftion'd in the crowd. 
But ere it can obtain the grace 
Of holding in the brain a place. 
Before the Chief in congregation 
Mull ftand 2. ftricl ex ami nation. 

Not fuch 2L%jhoJe, who Phyfic twirl. 
Full fraught with death, from ev'ry curl ; 
Who prove, with all becoming (late. 
Their voice to be the voice of Fate ; 
Prepared with EJJence^ Drop, and Pill, 
To be another Ward, or Hill, 

Before 
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Before they can obtain their ends. 
To fign death-warrants for their friend^ 
And talents vaft as their*s employ, 
.Secundum art em to. dc&xoyi, 
Muft pafs (or laws their rage reftrain) 
Before the Chiefs of JVar^ick^Lane. 
Thrice happy Lane, where uncontroul'd. 
In po^^r and lethargy grown .old, 
Moft fit to take, in this bleft land. 
The reins which /ell from Wyndham's hand, 
Jler lawful throne great Dullnefs rears, 
btill more herfelf as more in years ; 
Wherc.fhe (and who (hall dare deny 
Her right, when Reeves and jZ^hauncy's by) 
•jCalling to mind, in ancient time. 
One Garth who err'd in wit and rime. 
Ordains from henceforth .to admit 
None of the rebel Sons of Wit, 
And makes it her peculiar care 
That Schomberg never (hall be there. 

Not fuch as ihofCf whom .Folly trains 
To letters, tho' unblefs'd with brains ; 
Who deftitute of povv'r and will 
To learn, are kept to learning ftill ; 
Whofe heads, when other methods fail, 
Receive inftru6lion from the tail, 
Becaufe their fires, a common cafe 
Which brings the children to. difgrac^ 
Imagine it a certain rule. 
They .-never could beget a fool. 
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Muft pais, or muft compound for ^ ere 
The Chaplain J full of bfeef ^nd pray'r, 
^'^ ^v^\i\% render end ptrtnity 
Announdng them for Orders fit;" 
So that the Prelate (what's a name ? 
All Prelates now are much the fame)" 
May with aconfcienee fafe and quiet, > 
With holy hands lay on that fiaij 
Which doth all faculties difpenfe, 
Allfanaityyallfaith^ allfenfcy 
Make& Madan quite a faint appear^ . 
And makes an orade of Cheere. 

Not fuch as in that folemn feat. 
Where the N'lne Ladies hold retreat. 
The Lfl<//>i ^rw/ who, as we're toldi 
Scoitiing thofe haunts they lov'd of old^^ 
The banks of liis now prefer. 
Nor will one hoar from Oxford ftir* 
Are held for form ; which Balaam's aft- 
As well as Balaam's felf might pafs. 
And with his mailer take degrees,. 
Could he contrive to pay the fees. 

Men of found parts, who, deeply readj- 
Overload the ftorehoufe of the head 
With furniture they ne'er can ufe. 
Cannot forgive our rambling Mufe 
This wild excurfion ; cannot fee 
Why Fhyfic and Di'vinity, 
To the furprize of all beholders. 
Are lugg'd in by the head and flioulders j 

6t 
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Or how, in any point of view, 
Oxford hath any thing to do ; 
But men of nice and fubtle learning. 
Remarkable for quick difcerning. 
Thro* fpeftacles of critic mould. 
Without inftruclion, will behold 
That we a method here have got. 
To (hew what is, by what is not. 
And that our drift (^parentbejis 
For once apart) is briefly this. 

Within the Brain's moll fecret cells 
A certain Lord Chief Juftice dwells 
Of fov'reign pow'r, whom one and^ all> 
With common voice, we Reafon call ; 
Tho*, for the purpofes of fatire, 
A name in truth is no great matter, 
Jeiferies or Mansfield, which you will. 
It means a Lord Chief Juftice flill. 
Herey fo our great projedors fay. 
The Senfes all mull homage pay; 
Either they all mufl tribute bring. 
And prollrate fall before their King. 
Whatever unto them is brought. 
Is carry *d on the wings of Thought 
Before his throne, where, in full Hate, 
He on their merit • holds debate. 
Examines, crofs-examines, weighs 
Their right to cenfure or to praife ; 
Nor doth his equal voice depend 
On narrow views of io^ and friend ; ' 
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Nor can or flattery or force 
Divert him from his fteady coarfe %^ 
The channel of enquiry's c!e4r« 
No Jham examtnation'^ here. 

He, upright JufHcer, no doubt, 
Jd libitum puts in and out, 
Adjufts and fetties in a trice 
What virtue is, and what is vice. 
What is perfedion, what defeat. 
What we muft chufe, and what rejeft ; 
He takes upon him* to explain 
What pleafure is, and what is pain ; 
Whilft we, obedient to the whim. 

And refting all our faith on him. 

True members of the Stoic weal, 

Muft learn to think, and ceafe to feel. 
This glorious fyftem form'd, for Maa 

To praddfe when and how he can. 

If the five Senfes in' alliance 

To Reafon hurl a proud defiance. 

And, tho' oft conquer'd, yet unbroke, 

Endeavour to throw off that yoke. 

Which they a greater flav'ry hold. 

Than Jewifti bondage was of old ; 

Or if they, Tomething touch'd with fhame. 

Allow him to retain the name 

Of Royalty, and, as in fport. 

To hold a mimic formal Court ; 

Permitted, no uncommon thing. 

To be a kind of Puppet King, 

And 
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And fuffer'd by the way of toy. 

To hold the globe, bat not employ ; 

OMx/yfiem-mungtrsy 'llrack with fear,. 

Prognofticate dedruftion near ; 

All things to anarchy mail run ; 

The little world of Man's undone* 
Nay fhould the £>y, that niceH Senfc,.^ 

NegleA to fend intelligence 

Unto the Brain, diftin6l and clear^, 

Of all that pafles in her fphere ;. 

Should flie prefumptuous joy receive,. 

Without the Underftanding's leave. 

They deem it rank and daring trea/bn 

Againll the monarchy of Reafcn,. 

Mot thinking, the' they're nnsona'rous wife,, 
That few have Rea/on^ moft have Eyes'^. 

So that the pleaiiires oi the Mind 
To afmall circle are ccnfin'd, 
Whilft thofe which to the Senfes fall>. 
Become the property of all. 
Befides (and this is fure a cafe 
Not much at preicnt out of place) , 
Where Nature Reafon doth deny,, 
No art can that defeft fupply ;. 
But if (for it is our intent 
Fairly to Hate the argument) 
A Man fhould want an eye or two,> 
The remedy is fure, tho' new ; 
The cure's at hand— no need of fear— 
For proof— behold the Chevalier— 
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As well prepar'd, beyond all doubt, . 
To put eyes in, as put them out. . 

But, argument apart, which tends 
T' embitter foes and fep'raje friends, ^ . . . , 
(Nor, turn'd apoftate for the N/ne,^^ . . , 

Would i, tho' bred iip a Divine, ., 
And foe of courfe to Reafon's Nveal,.. 
Widen that breach I canhot heal) 
By his own fenfe and feelings taught. 
In fpeech as lib'ral as in thought, . 
Let ev'ry Man enjoy his whim ; . , 

What's He to Me, or I to Him ? 
Might I, tho' i\ever rob'd in ermine,-. 
A matter of this weight determine, • 
No penalties ^fliould fettled be 
To force men to hypocrify. 
To make them ape an aukward zeal. 
And, feeling not, .pretend to feel. 
I would not have, might fentence reft '- 
Finally fix'd wkhin my breaft,. 
E'en Annet cer.fur'd and coafin'd, . 
Becaufe we're of adiff'rent mind. 

Nature, who in her ad moft free, . 
Herfelf delights in Liberty, 
Profufe in love, and, without bound, - 
Pours joy on ev'ry creature ^round ; 
Whom yet, was ev'ry bounty ihed ^ 
In double portions on our head. 
We could net truly bounteous call. 
If freedom did not crcwn them all. - 

VoL.LXVL. P' "^h 
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By Providence ferbid to ftray, 
Brutes never can miftake their way ; 
Determin'd ftilJ, they plod along 
By in Hindi, neither right nor wrong ; 
But Man, had he the heart to ufe 
His freedom, hath a right to chufc ; 
Whether he afts or well or ill, 
Depends entirely on his will : 
To her laft work, her fav'rite Man, 
Is giv'n on Nature's better plan 
A privilege in pow'r to err. 
Nor let this phrafe refentment ftir 
Amongft the grave ones, fince indeed. 
The little merit Man can plead 
In doing well, dependeth ftill 
.Upon his pow'r of doing ill. 

Opinions ftiould be free as air ; 
No man, v/hate'er his rank, whate'cr 
His qualities, a claim can found 
That my opinion muft be bound. 
And fquare with his ; foch flavifti chains 
From foes the lib'ral foul difdains. 
Nor can, tho' true to friendftiip, bend 
To wear them even from a friend. 
Let thofe, who rigid Judgment own, 
Submiffive bow at Judgment's throne; 
And if thc)^ of no value hold 
Pleafure, till plcafure is grown cold, 
Paird and infipid, forc'd to wait 
Tor Judgment's regular debate 
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To give it warrant, let them find 
Dull fubjeds fuited to their mini) ; 
Their's be flow wifdom : Bsmy plan 
To live as merry as I can, 
Regardlefs as the fafhions go. 
Whether there's reafon for 't, or no ; 
Be my employment here on earth 
To give a liberal fcope to mirth. 
Life's barren vale with flow'rs t' adorn, ' 
And pluck a rofe from ev'ry thorn. 

But if, by Error led afbay, 
I chance to wander from my. way. 
Let no blind guide obferve, in fpite, 
I'm wrong, who cannot fet me right. 
That Dodlor could I ne'er endure. 
Who found difeafe, and not a cure ; 
Nor can I hold that man a friend, 
Whofe zeal a helping, hand fliall lend 
To open happy. Folly's eyes, ^ 

And, making wretched, make me wife ; • 
For next, a truth which can't admit 
/leproof from Wifdom or from Wit, 
To ieing haippy here below> '^ 
Is to helie've that we are fo. 

Some few in kn(m;lstige find relief, » 
I place my comfort in beliefs 
Some for Reality may call. 
Fancy to me is all in all. 
Imagination, thro' the trick 
Of Dodbors, often makes us fick ; 

P 2 AncL- 



d by Google 



%t% CHURCHILL'S POEMS*. 

And why, let any Sophift tell. 
May it not likewife make u^ well ? 
This am I fure, whatever o^r view. 
Whatever fliadows we purfu^, ; 
For oar parfuits, be what they will. 
Are little more than ihadows fiill, 
, Too fwift they fly, too fwift and ftrongr^ 
For man to catch, or hold them long. 
But joys which in the Fancy live. 
Each moment to each man may give. 
True to himfelf, and true to eafe. 
He foftens Fate's fevere decrees. 
And (can a mortal wifti for more ?) 
Creates, and makes himfelf new o'er^ 
Mocks boafted vain Reality, 
And Is, whatever he wants to Be. 

Hail, Fancy— to thy pow'r I owe 
DelivVance from the gripe of Woe ; 
To thee I owe a mighty debt. 
Which Gratitude fliall ne'er forget, 
Whilft Mem'ry can her force employ, 
A large encreafe of e'v'ry joy. 
When at my doors, too ftrongly barr'd. 
Authority had plac'd a guard, 
A kna'vijh guard, prdain'd by Law 
To keep /cor Uonefly in awe ; 
Juthority, fevere and ftern, . 
To intercept my wilh'd return ; 
When Foes grew proud, and Friends grew cool, 
And laughter feiz'd each fcber fool ; 
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When Candour (Parted m amaze» 

^nd^ meaning cenfure* hinted praife ; 

When Prudence, lifting up her eyes 

And hands, thank'd Heaven, that fhe was wife : 

When all around me, with an air 

Of hopelefs forrow, look'd defpair ; 

When they or faid, or feem'd to fay. 

There is but one, one only way 

Better, and be advis'd by us. 

Not be at all, than to be thus ; 

When Virtue ihunn'd the (hock, and Pride 

Difabled, lay by Virtue's iide. 

Too weak my ruffled foul to chear. 

Which could not hope, yet would not fear ; 

Health in her motion, the wild grace 

Of Pleafiire fpeaking in her face. 

Dull Regularity thrown by. 

And Comfort beaming from her eye ; 

Fancy, in richeil robes array 'd. 

Came fmiling forth, and brought me aid. 

Came fmiling o'er that dreadful time. 

And, more to blefs me, came in rime* 
Nor is her pow'r to Me confined. 

It fpreads, it comprehends Mankind. 
When (to the fpirit-ftirring found 

Of trumpets breathing courage round. 

And fifes, well mingled to reilrain. 

And bring that courage down again. 

Or to the melancholy knell 

Of the dull, deep, and doleful bell, 

P 3 Such 
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Such as of late the good Saint Bride 
Muffled, to mortify the pride 
^ Of thofe, who, England quite forgot. 
Paid their vile homage to the Scot, 
Where Afgill held the foremoft place, 
Whilft my Lord figur'd at a race) 
Srocejfions ('tis not worth debate 
Whether they are of Stage or State) 
Move on, fo vzry vcr^ flow, 
*Tis doubtful if they move or no ; 
When the Performers all the while 
Mechanically frown or fmile. 
Or, with a dull and ftupid flare, 
A vacancy of fenfe declare. 
Or, with down-bending. eye, feem wrought 
Into a labyrinth of thought. 
Where Reafon wanders IHU in doubt. 
And, once got in, cannot get out ; 
What caufe fufficient can we And 
To fatisfy a thinking mind. 
Why, dup'd by fuch vain farces, Man 
Defcends to adl on fuch a plan ? 
Why they, who hold themfelves divine, 
>Can in fuch wretched follies join. 
Strutting like peacocks, cr like crows, 
Them/el^ves Sind Nature to expcfe ? 
What caufe, but that (you'll under ftand 
We have our remedy ac hand. 
That if perchance we ftart a doubt. 
Ere it is Ex'd, we wipe :t out. 
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As furgeons, when diey lop a limb» 
Whether for profit^ fame, or whim. 
Or mere experiment to try, 
Muft always have 2iftypuc by) 
.Fancy fleps in> and ilamps that rcaU 
Which, ip/ofadot is Ueal. 

Can none remember, yes, I know. 
All muH remember that rare (how. 
When to the country Senfe went down* 
And Fools came flocking up to town. 
When Knights (a work which all admit 
To be for Knighthood much unfit) 
3ailt booths for hire ; when Farfons play'd, 
Jn robes canonical array M, 
^nd, fiddling, joined the Smithfield dance. 
The price of tickets to advance ; 
Or, unto tapfters tum'd, dealt out, 
^Running from booth to booth about. 
To tw^iy fcoundrel, by retail. 
True pennyworths of beef and ale. 
Then firft prepared, by bringing beet in, 
. For prefent grand Ekdioneering ; 
When Heralds y running all about 
To bring in Order, turn'd it -oat ; 
When, by, the prudent Marjhal's care, 
Left the rude populace fhould ftare. 
And with unhallow'd eyes profane 
Gay puppets of patrician llrain. 
The whole proceflion, as in fpite. 
Unheard, unfeen, ftole off by night ; 

P 4 - When 
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When our lov'd Monarch, nothing loth. 

Solemnly took th^t facred oath. 

Whence mutual firm agreements fpring 

Betwixt the SuijedsLud the King, 

By which, in ufiitl manner crowned. 

His head, his heart, his hands he bound, 

Againil him/elf^ ihould paflion flir 

The leaft propenlity to err,- 

Againft all fiaves, who might prepare 

Or open force, or hidden fnare. 

That glorious Chvter to maintain. 

By 'which Wefer*ve, and He muft reign ; 

Then Fancy, with unbounded fway, 

Revell'd fole miilrefs of the day. 

And wrought fuch wonders, .as might make | 

Eyptlan forcerers fbrfake I 

Their baffled mockeries,. and own 

The palm of magic hcr's alone. 

A Knight (who in the filken lap 
•Of lazy Peace had liv'd on pap. 
Who never yet had dar'd to roam 
fBove ten or twenty miles from hotme. 
Nor even that, unlefsa^^WIr 
Was plac'd to amble by his fide. 
And troops of ilaves v/ere fpread around 
To keep his Honour fafj and found; 
Who could not fuf/er for his life 
A point to.fAord, or cdgz to knife. 
And always fainted at the fight 
Of bloou, ilio* -Lwas not flicd in. fights 

Who 
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•Who difinherited one fon 
.For firing oiF an eUer gun. 
And whipt another, fix years old, 
Becaufe the boy, prefumptuous, .bold 
To madnefs, likely to become 
A very Swifs, had beat a drisin, 
Tho' it appeared an inftrament 
^0^ peaceable aitd innocext. 
Having from firft been in the hands 
And fervice of the City Bands) 
Graced with thofe enfigns, which were meant 
To further Honour's dread intent. 
The minds of warriors to inflame. 
And fpur them* on to deeds of fame, . 
With little fword, large fpurs, high feather. 
Fearful of ev'ry thing but weather, 
(And all muft own, who pay regard 
To charity, it had Jbeen hard 
That in his v.ery firft eamfaign 
-His honours (hould be foil 'd with rainr) 
A hero all at once became. 
And (feeing others much the fame 
In point of ^talour as himfelf. 
Who leave their courage on a (helf 
From year to year,- till fome fuch rout 
In proper feafon calls it out) 
Strutted, looked big, and fwagger'd more 
I'han ever hero did before ; 
look'd up, look'd.dowh, look'd all around. 
Like Mavors, grimly XmiPd and frown'd ; 

Seemed 
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Seem'd Heav*n, and Earth, and Hell to call 
To fight, that he might root them all; 
And perfonated Valoiir'fi itile 
So long, fpefbtors to beguile. 
That pa£ing ilrange, and wond'rous true, 
-Himfelf at laft believ.'d it too, 
.Nor for a time could he difcem. 
Till Truth and Darknefs took their turn, 
^So well did Fancy^^play her parti 
That Coward iHU was M the heart. 

Whiffte (-who knows not Whiffle'* name;, 
^y the impartial voice of Fame 
Recorded fird, thro' all this land^ 
Jn Vanity's illuftrious band ?) 
Who, by all-J30unteous Nature meant 
For offices of hardimcnt, 
A modern Hercules at leaft. 
To rid the world of each wild heaft. 
Of each wild -beaft which came in view. 
Whether on four legs or on two. 
Degenerate, delights to prove 
His force on ihcj>ara^e of Lovej 
-Difclaims the joys which camps afford. 
And for the dillaff quits the iword ; 
Who fond of women would appear 
To public eye, and public ear. 
But, when in privateu lets them ktaov 
How little they can truft to Ihow ; 
Who fports a woman as of courfa, 
Juil as a jockey ihevvs a borfc. 
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And then returns her to the ftable> 
Or vainly plants her at his table. 
Where he would rather Venus find, 
(So palPd, and fo dq>rav'd his mind) 
Than, by fome great occadon led. 
To feize her panting in her bed, 
■Burning with more than mortal fires* 
And melting in her own defircs ; 
Who, ripe in years, is yet a child. 
Thro* falhion, not thro' feeling wild>; 
Whate'er in others, who proceed 
As Senfe and Nature have decreed. 
From real paffion flows, in him 
Is mere effeft of mode and whim ; 
Who laughs, a very common way^ 
Becaufe he nothii>g has to fay. 
As your choice Spirits oaths difpenfe 
To fill up vacancies of fenfe ; 
Who, having fome fmall fenfe, defies it, 
•Or, ufing, always mifapplies it ; 
Who now and then brings fomething forth. 
Which feems indeed of llerling worth. 
Something, by fudden ftart and fit, 
V/hich at a diftance looks like wit, 
,But, on examination near. 
To his confuiion v/ill appear 
•By Truth's fair glafs, to be at beft 
A threadbare jcller's threadbare jeft ; 
Who friflcs and dances thro' the ftreet, » 

xSings without voice, rides without feat, 

^Fla^ 
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Plays o'er his tricks, like ^fop*s afs, 
A gratis fool to all who pafs ; 
Who riots, tho* he loves not wafte. 
Whores without luft, drinks without tafte. 
Ads without fenfe, talks without thought^ 
Does ev*ry thing but what he ought ; 
Who, led by fovms, without the pow'x 
•Of vice, is vicious ; who one hour, 
Proud without pride, the next will be 
Humble without humility ; 
Whofe vanity we all difcern. 
The fpring on which his anions turn; 
Whole aim in erring, is to err. 
So that he may be Angular, 
And all his utmoii wiihes mean, 
Js, tho* he's laugh'd at, to be leen 4 
^uch (for when Flattery's foothing ftraia 
Had robb'd the Mufe of her difdain. 
And found a. method to perfuade 
iler art to foften ev'ry fhade, 
Juftice enrag'd, the pencil fnatch'd 
From her degen'rate hand, and fcratch'd 
Out ev'ry trace ; then, quick as thought. 
From life this flriking likenefs caught) 
In mind, in manners, and in jnien^ 
^ucJit Whiffle came, andiuch was feen 
In the World's eye; but (ftrange to tell !) 
Mifled by Fancy's magic fpell, 
Deceiv'd, not dreaming of deceit. 
Cheated, but happy in the cheat. 
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Was more than human in his own. 
O bow, bow all at Fancy's throne, 
Whofe pow'r could make fo vile an el£ 
With patience h«ar that thing,^ himfelf.. 

But, miilrefs of each art to pleafe,. 
Creati*ve Fancy, what arc thele,. 
Tbefo pageants of a trifler's pen,. 
To what thy power efFeded then ?. 
Familiar with the human mind. 
As fwift and fubtle as the wind. 
Which we all feel, yet no one knows 
Or whence it comes, or where it goes,. 
Fancy at once in ev'ry part 
Poflefs'd the eye,, the head, the heart,. 
And in a thoufand forms array 'd, 
A thoufand various gambols play*d. 

Here, in a face which well might afk.. 
The privilege to wear a ma(k 
In fpite of law, and JulUce teach , 
For public good t* excufe the breach. 
Within the furrow of a wrinkle 
'Twixt eyes, which could not fliine but twinkle^ , 
Like centinels i* th' ftarry way. 
Who wait for the return of day, , 
Almoit burnt out, and feem to keep . 
Their watch, like foldiers, in their fleep, , 
Or like thofe lamps whichi by the pow*r. 
Of law, mud burn from hour to hour, , 
(Elfe they, without redemption, fall 
Under the terrors of that HaD, 

Which, 
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Which, once notorious for a Jbop, 

Is now become a Juftke-Jhop) 

Which are fo manag'd, to go out 

Jull when the time comes round about, • 

Which yet thro' emulation iirive 

To keep their dying light alive. 

And (not uncommon, as we find, 

Amongft the children of mankind) 

As they grow weaker, would feem ftronger, . 

And burn a little, little longer ; 

Fancy, betwixt fuch eyes cnfhrin'd. 

No bruih to daub, .no mill to grind. 

Thrice wav'd her wand around, whofe force 

Chang'din an inftmt Nature's courfe. 

And, hardly credible in rime. 

Not only ilopp'd, but call'd back Time. 

The face of evVy wrinkle clear'd. 
Smooth as the floating ftream appear 'd, 

Down the neck ringlets fpread their flame, , 

The neck admiring whence they came ; 

On the arch'd brow the Graces play'd ; . 

On the full bofom Cupid laid ; 

Sunsy from their proper orbits fent. 

Became for eyes a fupplement; 

Teeth, white as ever teeth were feen 

Deliver 'd from the hand of Green *, . 

Started, in regular array. 

Like Train- bands on a grand field-day, 

• An eminent Dentift at this period. 
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Into the gums, which would have fled. 
But, wond'ring, turn'd from white to ^ed,^ 
Quite alter'd was the whole machine. 
And. Lady ^ ■ '■ was. fifteen. 

Here fhe made lordly temples rife 
Before the pious Dalhwood's eyes,' 
Temples which built aloft in air. 
May ferve for fhow, if not for pray'r ;» 
In folemn form herfelf, before, 
Array'd like Faith, the BiSIe bore. . 
Tifere, over Melcomb's feather'd head, , 
Who, quite a man of gingerbread, 
Savour'd in talk, in drefs,-and phyz^. 
More of another world than this. 
To a d-warf Mu/e a Giant. Page, , 
The laft grave fop of the laft age, . 
In a fuperb and feather'd hearfe, , 
Bejcuuheon^d and betagg^d with verfe, , 
Which, to beholders from afar. 
Appeared like a triumphal car. 
She rode,, in a caft rainbow clad ; 
There y throwing off the hallo-ui/d plaid, . 
Naked, as when (in thofe drear cells 
Where, /elf-bU/s'd, felf-curs'd Madnefs dwells) ; 
Pleafure, on whom, in Laugbur*% ihape, . 
Frenzy had perfefted a rape, 
Firft brought her forth, before her time. 
Wild witnefs of her Ihame and crime. 
Driving before an idol band 
Of driv'Iing Stuarts, hand in hand. 

Some, 
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Some, who to carib'flMnkiiftdV* had •wore - 
A crown they ne'cor knuit thmk of mDne; - 
Others, whole bjby'bi«wi«wre graeM. 
With paper crowns, and'Oiys df pefte, . /^ * 
Shcjigg'd, and playing on the 'flute 
Spread raptures o'er, t^e A»ui of' Bute. 

5ig with vatl hopes,, feme rtiighty plan. 
Which wrought tlic bufy foul of man . 
To her full bent, the Civil Law, . ^ . 

Fit code to keep a world in awe. 
Bound o'er his brows, fair to behold, ^ 
As J e-jjL'iJh frontlets were of. old. 
The famous Charter of oar land, 
Defac'd, and mangled, in his^iand ; 
As one whom deepeft thoughts employ, , 
But decpeft thoughts of trueft joy> 
Serious and flow he iirode, he- flallcM, 
Before him troops of heroes walk'd. 
Whom beft ha lov'd, of heroes crewn'd, , 
By Tories guarded all around. 
Dull folemn pleafure'in his fece. 
He faw the honours of his race. 
He faw their lineal glories rife. 
And touch'd, or fecm'd to touch the fkiesw 
Not the moft diftant mark of fear. 
No fign of axe, ox fcaffold near^ 
Not one curs'd thought, to crofs his will. 
Of fuch a place* as To^wer HilL 

Curfe on this Mu/e, a flippant jade, 
A Ihrew, like cv'ry other maid 
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Who turns the corner of nineteen, 

Devoiir'd with peevifhaefs and fpleen. 

Her tongue (for as, when bound for life. 

The hufband fuffer^ for the wile. 

So if in any works of. rime 

Perchance there blunders out a crimei 

Poor culprit bards mull always rue- it, . 

Altho' 'tis plain the Mufes do it) 

Sooner or later cannot fail 

To fend me headlong to a jail. 

Whate'er my theme (our themes w€ chufo. 

In modem days without a Mufe^ 

J uft as a father will provide 

To join a bridegroom and a bride. 

As if, tho* they mull be the play'rs. 

The game was wholly /»/>, not theirs) 

Whate'er my theme, the Mu/cy who ftill 

Owns no diredlion but her will. 

Flies off, and, ere I could expedl, . 

By ways oblique and indiredli 

At once quite over head and ears, , 

In {2X2X politics appears. . 

Time was, and, if I aught difcem 

Of fate, that time fhall foon return. 

When decent and demure at leaft,. 

As grave and dull as any prieft, 

I could fee AVr^ in robes array M, . 

Could fee the game of Folly play'd ; 

Succcfsfully in Fortune's fchcol. 

Without exclaiming rogue or fool ; 

Vol. l.\Nl. • CL Time 
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Time was« when nothing loth or proiid, 

I lacqaied> with the fawning csowd^ 

Scoundrels in office, and wonld bow 

To cyphers great in place ; but now 

Upright I ftand^ as if wife Fate, 

To compliment a (hatter'd flate. 

Had me» like Atlas, hither fent 

To (houlder up the firmament. 

And if I ftoop'd, with general crack 

The Heavens would tumble from my. back ; 

Time was, when rank and iituation 

Secur'd the great ones of the nation 

From all controul ; Satire and Law 

Kept only little knaves in awe ; 

But now, decorum lofl, I Hand 

Bemui*dy a pencil in my hand. 

And, dead to ev*ry fenfe of fhame, 

Carelefs of fafety and of fame. 

The names of fcoundrels minute down. 

And libel more than half the Town. 

How can a Statefman be fecure 
In all his villainies, if poor 
And dirty authors thus lltall dare 
To lay his rotten bofom bare ? 
Mufes fhould pafs away their time 
In drefling out the poet's rime 
With bills and ribbands, and array 
Each line in harmlefs tafte, tho* gay. 
V/lien the hot burning fit is on. 
They ihould regale their reiUefs fon 

With 
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With fomethiiig to allay his rage. 

Some cool Caftalian beverage. 

Or fome fuch draught (tho' they, 'tis plain. 

Taking the Mufes name in vain. 

Know nothing of their real court. 

And only fable. from report) 

As makes a Whitehead's Ode go down. 

Or flakes l\ic fe^verette of Brown : 

But who would in his fenfes think 

Of Mufes giving gall to drink. 

Or that their folly (hould afford 

To raving poets gun or fword ? 

Poets were ne'er defign'd by fate 

To meddle with affairs of btate, . 

Nor fhould (if we may fpeak our thought. 

Truly as men of honour ought) 

Sound policy their rage admit. 

To launch the thunderbolts of wit 

About thofe heads, which, when they're fhot. 

Can't tell if 'twas by wit, or not. 

Thefe things well known, what Devil in fpite 
Can have feduc'd me thus to write 
Out of that road, which muil have led 
To riches, without heart or head. 
Into that road, which, had I more 
Than ever Poet had before. 
Of Wit and Virt-ue, in difgrace 
Would keep me ftill, and out of place, . 
Which, if fome Judge (you'll underftand 
One famous, famous thro' the land 

CLa For 
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For making law) (hould (land my friend. 
At laft may in a pilPry end. 
And all this, I my felf admit. 

Without one caufe to lead to it. 

Forinflance now — this book— the Ghost— 
Methinks I hear fome Critic PoU 
Remark moft gravely— '* The firft word 
" Which we about the Ghost have heard,** 
Peace, my good Sir— not quite fo fall— . 
What is the firft, may be the laft. 
Which is a point, all muft agree. 
Cannot depend on you or me. 
Fan NT, no Ghoft of common moulds 
Is not by forms to be controuPd ; 
To keep her ftate, and fhew her ikill. 
She never comes but when fhe will. 
I wrote and wrote (perhaps you doubt. 
And fhrewdly, what I wrote about. 
Believe me, much to my difgrace, 
I too am in the felf-fame cafe) 
But ftill I wrote, till Fanny came 
Impatient, nor could any Ihame 
On me with equal juftice fall. 
If fhe had never come at all. 
An underling, I could not ftir 
Without the cue thrown out by her. 
Nor from the fubjedl aid receive 
Until flie canic, and gave me leave. 
So that (ye Sons of Erudition 
Mark, this is but a fuppoiitlon. 



Nor 



d by Google 



T H E G H S T. 229 

Nor would I to fo wife a nation 
Suggeil it as a revelation) 
If henceforth dully turning o'er 
Page after page, ye read no more 
Of Fanny, who, in fea or air. 
May be departed God knows where. 
Rail at jUt Fortune, but agree 
No cenfure can be laid on me. 
For fure (the caufe let Mansfield try) 
Panny is in the fault, not I. 

But to return^and this I hold, 
A fecret worth its weight in gold 
To thofe who write, as I write now. 
Not to mind where they go, or how. 
Thro' ditch, thro' bog, o'er hedge and flile ; 
Make it but worth the reader's while. 
And keep a parage fair and plain 
Always to bring him back again . 
Thro' dirt, who fcruples to approach. 
At Pleafure's call, to take a coach ? 
But we fhould think the man a clown 
Who in the dirt fhould fet us down ? 

But to return— if Wit, who ne'er 
The fliackles of rellraint could bear. 
In wayward humour fhould refufe 
Her timely fuccour to the Mufe, 
And to no rules and orders tied. 
Roughly deny to be her gu'dc. 
She mud renounce decorum^ s plan. 
And get back when, and how ihe can ; 

0.3 As 
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As Parfotts, v/ho, without pretext. 
As foon as mention'd, quit their text. 
And, to promote ileep's genial pow'r» 
Grope in the dark for half an hour. 
Give no more reafon (for we know 
Reafon is vulgar, mean and low) 
Why they come back (ihould it befal 
That ever they come back at all) 
Into the road, to end the rout. 
Than they can give why they went out. 

But to return — this b(»k — the Ghost— 
A mere amufement at the mod, 
A trifle, fit to wear away 
^he horrors of a rainy day, 
A flight fliot filk, for fummer wear, 
Juft as our modern ftatefmen are. 
If rigid honefty permit 
That I for once purloin the wit 
Of him, who, were we all to fteal. 
Is much too rich the theft to feel. 
-Yet in this book, where Eafe fliould join 
With Mirth lo/ugar tv^ry line. 
Where it ftiould all be mere chit-chat. 
Lively, good-humour'd, and all that. 
Where honejl Satire, in difgrace. 
Should not fo much as fliew her face. 
The flirew, overleaping all due bounds^ 
.Breaks into Laughter'is facred grounds. 
And, in contempt, plays o'er her tricks 
*ln Science, Trade, and Politics, 
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But why fliould the diftemper'd fcoid 
Attempt to blacken men enroH'd 
In Power's dread book> whofe mighty idll 
Can twift an empire to their will ; 
Whofe voice is Fate, and on their tongae 
LaiAjy Liberty, and Life are hung ; 
Whom, on enquiry. Truth fhall find 
With Stuarts linked, time out of mind 
Superior to their Country's laws. 
Defenders of a tyrant's caufe ; 
Men, who the fame damn'd maxims hold 
Darkly, which they avow'd of old ; 
Who, tho' by diff 'rent means, purfue 
The end which they had firft in view. 
And, force found vain, now play their part 
With much lefs honour, much more art ?. 
Why, at the comers of the ftreets. 
To ev'ry patriot drudge fhe meets^ 
Known or unknown, with furious cry 
Should flie wild clamours vent ; or why» 
The minds of groundlings to inflame, 
A Dafliwood, Bute, and Wyndham name ? 
Why, having not to our furprizc 
The fear of death before her eyes. 
Bearing, and that but now and then> 
No other weapon but her pen. 
Should fhe an argument afford. 
For blood, to men who wear ajhvord ; 
Men, who can nicely trim znd fare 
A point of honour to a hair 

Q^ 4 (Honour 
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(Honour— a word:cf'iiiaeiaiport>< - .1 
A pretty trinket in a>coart. 
Which my Lord quite in rapttfre f^els 
Dangling and rattling wivkihis. Seak — 
Honour — a word^ which aE xkue.Nine 
Would be much puzzled to define— 
Honour— a word which torture mocks. 
And might confound a thoufand Lockses— 
Which (for I leave to wifer heads. 
Who fields of death prefer to beds 
Of down, to find out, if they can. 
What Honour^ //, on their wild plan) 
Is not, to take it in their way. 
And this we furc may dare to iay 
Without incurring an offence. 
Courage, Laiv, Honefty, or Sen/eJ ; 
Men, who all fpirit, life and foul. 
Neat butchers of a hutton-kole. 
Having more fkill, believe it true 
That they muii have more courage too .; 
Men, who without-a place or name. 
Their fortunes fpeechlefs as.their fame. 
Would by the fword new fortunes carve. 
And rather die in fight than^ilarve? 
At Coronations, a vail field 
Which food of ev?ry kind might yield. 
Of good found food, at once moil fit 
For purpofe; of health and wit. 
Could not ambitious Satire reft. 
Content with what Ihe might d.lgell ? 
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d by Google 



Could (he HOt feafl ontfaingsiof :0DiirTb»' '^/ -~ u' :< ' 

A Champio7iy or a Champion's berfo^. - j . < .- . •- ^ > 

A Champion's i&or^-**«No» better fay*' : 

The' better ligur'd oh that •dajy**' • 

A i^^r/^, which might appteairtonsi .' .11' 

Who deal in rime, a Pegafud^ •; ^ * 

A r/dVr, who, whe&once got cny 

Might pafs for a Belkrophon, 

Drcpt on a fudden from the ikies. 

To catch and fix our wond'ring eyes. 

To witch, with wand inftead of whip. 

The world with nohle horfcmanfhip. 

To twift and twine, both horfe and man. 

On fuch a well-xoncerted plan, . ^ 

T hat Centaur -like, when all was done. 

We icarce jcould think they were not one ? 

Could ihe not to our itching ears > 

Bring the new names of ncw-coin^d peers. 

Who walk'd. Nobility forgot. 

With ftioulders fitter for a knot 

Than robes of honour ; for whofe fake 

Heralds in form v/^re forc'd to make. 

To make, becaofe they could not find^ 

Great predeceffors to their mind ? 

Could (he rot (tho' 'tis doubtful fincc 

Whether he Plumber. isj or Prince) 

Tell of a fimple Knight's advance 

To be a doughty Peer of France ^ 

TeB 
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Tell how he did a Dakedom gain* 
And Robinfon was Aquitain * ; 
Tell how her City-Chiefs difgracM, 
Were at an empty table plac'd ? 
A grofs negled, which, whilft they live. 
They can't forget, and won't forgive ; 
A grofs negleft of all thofe rights 
Which march with City appetites ; 
0£ all thofe canons, which we find 
By gluttony, time out of mind, 
Eftabli(h'd ; which they ever hold 
Dearer than any thing but gold : 

Thanks to my ftars— I now fee fliore— 
Of Courtiers, and of Courts no more— 
Thus ftumbling on my City friends. 
Blind Chance my guide, my purpofe bends 
In line dired, and fhall purfue 
The point which I had Brk in view. 
Nor more Ihall with the reader fport. 
Till I ha^e feen him fafe in port. 
Hufh'd be each fear— no more I bear 
Thro' the wide regions of the air 
The reader terrified, no more 
Wild Ocean's horrid paths explore. 
Be the plain track from henceforth mine— 
Crofs-rmds to Allen f I refign — 

* At tlic Coronation Sir Thomas Robinfon walked as the 
reprefentative of the Duke of Aquitain. 

f Ralph Allen, Efq. of Prior Park, near Bath, the corref- 
pondent of Pope, of whom AJlworthy in Tom Jones is faid w 
have been the reprefenutive, 

Allen; 



d by Google 



T H E G H O S T. %^s 

Allen, the honour of this nadooA 
Allen, himfelf a corporation, 
Allen, of late notorious grown 
For writings none, or all his own, 
Allen, the firft of lettered men. 
Since the good Bifliop holds his pen. 
And at his elbow takes his Hand 
To mend his head, and guide his hand. 
But hold — once more Dtgreffion hence- 
Let us return to Common Senfe ; 
The car of Phoebus I difcharge. 
My carriage now a Lord-Mayor's barge, 

Suppofe we now— we may fuppofe 
In verfe, what would be iin in profe— 
The (ky with darknefs overfpread. 
And ev'ry ftar retir'd to bed ; 
The gew-gaw robes of Pomp and Pride 
In fome dark corner thrown aiide ; 
Great Lords and Ladies giving way 
To what they feem to fcom by day. 
The real feelings of the heart. 
And Nature taking place of Art ; 
Dejire triumphant thro' the night. 
And Beauty panting with delight ; 
Chafiity, Woman's faireft crown. 
Till the return of morn laid down. 
Then to be worn again as bright 
As if not fullied in the night ; 
Dull Ceremony, bufinefs o'er. 
Dreaming in form at Cottrell's door \ 

Pn- 
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Precaution trudging ill about 
To fee the candles fafely out. 
Bearing a mighty mafier-key. 
Habited like O economy. 
Stamping each lock with triple feals. 
Mean Av'rice creeping at her heels. 
Suppofe we too, like (heep in pen. 
The Mayor and Court of Aldermen 
Within their barge, which thro' the deep. 
The rowers more than half afleep, 
Mov'd flow, as over-charg'd with ftate ; 
Thames groan'd beneath the mighty weight. 
And felt that baiuble heavier far 
Than a whole fleet of men of war. 
-Sleep o'er each wefl-known faithful head 
With lib'ral hand his poppies ftied. 
Each head, by DuUnefs render *d fit 
Sleep and his empire to admit. 
Thro' the whole pafl'age not a word. 
Not one faint, weak, half found was heard ; 
Sleep had prevail'd to overwhelm 
The fteerfman nodding o'er the helm ; 
The rowers, without force or fkill. 
Left the dull barge to drive at will ; 
The fluggifli oars fufpended hung. 
And even Beard more * held his tongue* 
Commerce, regardful of a freight 
On which depended half her State^ 

• An' Attorney and Common-Council-Man, fuppofedto have 
affoxded fome afliftance at times to « The Monitor." 

Stepp'd 
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Stepp*d to the helm, with ready hand 

She fafely clear'd that bank of fand. 

Where, ilranded, our Weft-country fleet 

Delay and danger often meet ; 

Till Neptune, anxious for the trade. 

Comes in full tides, and brings theni aid. 

Next (for the Mufe's can furvey 

Objeds by nfght as well as day. 

Nothing prevents their taking aim, 

Darknefs and light to them the fame) 

They paft that building, which of old 

^een-Motbers was delign'd to hold ; 

At prefent a mere lodging-pmy 

h palace turn'd into a den. 

To barracks turn'd, and foldiers tread 

Where Dowagers have laid their head. 

Why fhould we mention Surrey-Street, 

Where ev'ry week grave judges meet. 

All fitted out with hum and ha. 

In proper form to drawl out law. 

To fee all caufes duly tried 

*Twixt knaves who drive, and fools who ride? 

Why at the Temple fhould we ftay ? 

What of the Temple dare we fay / 

A dangerous ground we tread on there. 

And words perhaps may adlions bear. 

Where, as the brethren of the feas 

^or fares, the lawyers ply for itts* 

What of that Bridge, moft wifely made 

To ferve the purpofes of trade. 

In 
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In the great mart of aU this nation. 

By flopping up the navigation. 

And to that fand-bank adding weight. 

Which is already much too great ?— 

What of that Bridge j which, void of fenfe. 

But well fupplied with impudence, 

Englijhmen, knowing not the Guild, 

Thought they might have a claim to build. 

Till Paterfon, as white as milk. 

As fmooth as oil, as foft as filk. 

In folemn manner had decreed, 

That on the other fide the Tweed, 

Art, bom and bred, and fully grown. 

Was with one Mylne *, a man unknown. 

But grace, preferment, and renown 

Deferving, jull arriv'd in town ; 

One Mylne, an artift perfect quite. 

Both in his own and country's right. 

As fit to make a bridge, as he. 

With glorious Pata*vinity, 

To build infcriptions worthy found 

To lie for ever under ground. 

Much more, worth obfervation too. 
Was this a feafon to purfue 
The theme, our Mufe might tell in rime ; 
The will fhe hath, but not the time ; 
For, fwift as fhaft from Indian bow, 
(And when a Goddefs comes, we know, 

* The Archlteift of Blackfriars Bridge. 

Surpaffing 
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Surpaffing Nature a£t» prevadl^ 
And boats want neither oor nor fail) 
The veffel paft/ and reach'd the ihore 
So quick, that Thought was fcarce before. 

Suppofe we now our City 'Court 
Safely deliver'd at the port. 
And, of their ftate regardlefs quite. 
Landed, like fmuggled goods, by night ; 
The folemn Magiftrate laid down. 
The dignity of robe and gown 
With ev'ry other enfign gone, 

Suppofe the woollen night- cap on : 
Thefejb-rlrujh us'd with decent ftate 

To make the fpirits circulate, 

(A form, which, to the fenfes true. 

The liq'riih Chaplain ufes too, 

Tho', fomething to improve the plan. 

He takes the Maid inftead of Man) 

Swath'd, and with flannel cover'd o'er 

To (hew the vigour of threefcore. 

The vigour of threefcore and ten 

Above the proof of younger men, 

Suppofe the mighty Dullman led 

Betwixt two flaves, and put to bed ; 

Suppofe the moment he lies down. 

No miracle in this great town. 

The drone as faft alleep as he 

Muft in the courfe of Nature be. 

Who, truth for our foundation take. 

When up, is never half awake. 

^ There 



d by Google 



HO CHURCHILL'S POEMS. 

There let Kim fleep, wbild we forvcy 

The preparations for the day* 

That day, on which was to be (hewn 

Court'prtde by City-pride outdone. 
The jealous mother fends away. 

As only fit for childilh play. 

That daughter, who, to gall her pride* 

Shoots up too forward by her fide. 
The ivretcb, of God and Man accurs'd. 

Of all Hell's inftruments the worfl. 

Draws forth his pofwns, and for the day 

Struts in fome fpendthrift's vain array ; 

Around his aukward doxy ftiine 
The treafures of Golconda's mine ;- 
Each neighbour, with a jealous glare. 
Beholds her folly publiih?d there. 

Garments, well-fav'd (an anecdote 
Which we can prove, or would not quote) 
Garments well-fa v*d, which fir ft were made. 
When taylors, to promote their trade, 
Againft the Pi£is in arms arofe. 
And drove them out, or made them cloaths j 
Garments, inmiortal, without end. 
Like names, and titles, which defcend 
Succeflively from fire to fon ; 
Garments, unlefs fome work is done 
Of note, not fufFer'd to appear 
'Bove once at moft in cv'ry year. 
Were now, in folemn form, laid bare 
To take the benefit of air, 

And, 
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And^ ere they ctme to be employ 'd 
On this folemnity, to void 
That fcent, which Ruffia'a leather gave 
From vile and impious moth to feve. 

Each head was bufy, and each heart 
In preparation bore a part. 
Running together all about. 
The fervants put each other out. 
Till the grave matter had decreed. 
The more hafte, e'ver the <wor/e /peed ; 
Mifs, with her little eyes half-clos'd. 
Over a fmuggled toilet dos'd ; 
The PFaitiftg-maid, whom ftory notes 
A very Scru6 in petticoats, 
Hir'd for one work, but doing all. 
In flumbers lean'd againft the wall ; 
Milliners^ fumipon'd from afar, 
Arriv'd in ftioals at Temple-bar, 
StridUy commanded, to import 
Cart-loads of foppery from Court; 
With laboured vifible defign 
Art Ih-ove to h^./uperhly fino ; 
Nature, more plealing, tho' more wild. 
Taught otherwife her darling child. 
And cried, with fpirited difdain. 
Be H " elegant and plain. 

Lo 1 from the. chambers of the Eaft, 
A welcome prelude to the feaft, 
In/affron-colour^d robe array 'd. 
High in a car by Vulcan mjide. 

Vol. LXVL R Wh# 
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Who work'd for Jove himfclf, each fteed' 
High mettled, of celeftial breed. 
Pawing and pacing all the way, 
Aurora brought the wifh'd-for day. 
And held her empire, till out-run 
By that brave joUy groom the Sun. 

The trumpet— hark !— It fpeaks— It fwclh 
The loud full harmony — It tells 
The time at hand, when Dullman, led 
By form, his Citizens muft head. 
And march thofe troops, which at his call 
Were now affembled, to Guild-Hall^ 
On matters of importance great 
To Court and C/Vy, Church and State, 

From end to end the found makes way. 
All hear the fignal and obey ; 
But Dullman, who, his charge forgot. 
By Morpheus fetter'd, heard it not ; 
Nor could, fo found he flept and falh 
Hear any trumpet; but the laft. 

Crape, ever true and trufty known. 
Stole from the maid's bed to his own. 
Then in the fpirituals of pride. 
Planted himfelf at.DuUman's £de. 
thrice did the ever-faitliful flave. 
With voice which might have reacli'd the grave. 
And broke death's adamantine chain. 
On Dullman call, but caird in vain ; 
Thrice with an arm, which might have made 
The Theban boxer curie his trade. 

The 
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The drone he ihook, who rear'd the head. 

And thrice fell backward on his bed. 

What could be done ? Where force hath fail'd, 

PoHcy often hath prevail'd ; 

And what, an inference moft plain. 

Had been. Crape thought might be again. 

Under his pillow (ftill in mind 
The proverb kept, Faft bind, f aft find) 
Each hleffed night the keys were laid. 
Which Crape to draw away aflay'd. 
What not the pow'r of voice or arm 
Could do, this did, and broke the charm ; 
Quick ftarted he with ftupid ftare. 
For all his little foul was there. 

Behold him, taken up, rubb'd down. 
In elbow-chair, and morning -gown ; 
Behold him, in his latter bloom. 
Stripped, waOi'd, and fprinkled with perfume ; 
Behold him bending with the weight 
Of robes and trumpery of ftate ; 
Behold him (for the maxim's true, 
Whate*er'we by another do, 
W^e do ourfelves ; and Chaplain paid. 
Like flaves, in ev'ry other trade. 
Had m utter 'd over God knows what. 
Something which he by heart had got) 
Having, as ufual, faid his pray'rs, , 
Go iitter totter to the ftairs ; 
Behold him for defcent prepare. 
With one foot trembling in the air ; 

R % He 
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lit ft arts, hcpau/es on the brink. 
And, hard to credit, feems to tJbink ; 
Thro* his whole train (the Chaplain gave 
The proper cue to ev'ry flave) 
At once, aa with infedion caught* 
E^Lchftarted, paus'Jy and Aim V at thought ^ 
He turns, and they turn ; big with care. 
He waddles to. his elbow-chair. 
Squats down, and, filent for a feafon. 
At laft with Crape begins to reafon : 
But firft of all he made a fign 
That ev'ry foul, but the Divine, 
Should quit the room ; in him, he knows. 
He may all confidence repofe. 

Crape— tho' I'm yet not quite awake-^ 
Before this awful ftep I take. 
On which my future all depends, 
I ought to know my foes and friends. 
By foes and friends, obferve me ftill, 
I mean not thofe who well or ill 
Perhaps may wifti me, but thofe who 
Have 't in their power to do it too. 
Now if, attentive to the State, 
In too m\ich hurry to be great. 
Or thro* much zeal, a motive. Crape, 
Deferving praife, into a fcrape 
I, like a fool, am got, no doubt, 
I, like a wife man, fhould get out. 
Not that, remark without replies, 
I fay that to get out is wife. 
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Or, by the very felf^iaine role 
That to get in was like a fool : 
The marrow of this argument 
Muft wholly reft on the event ; 
And therefore^ which is really hard, 
Againfl events too I maft guard. 

Should things continue as t\ity ft and. 
And Bute prevail thro' all the land 
Without a rivals by his aid. 
My fortunes in a trice are made ; 
Nay, honours on my zeal may fmile. 
And damp me Earl of fome great ifle : 
But if, a matter of much doubt. 
The prefent Minifter goes out. 
Fain would I know on what pretext 
I can fland fairly with the next ? 
For as my aim at ev'ry hour 
Is to be well with thofe in pow'r. 
And my material point of view. 
Whoever 's in, to be in too, 
I fhould not, like a blockhead, chufe 
To gain the/e fo as tho/e to lofe : 
'Tis good in tv^ry cafe, you know. 
To have two firings unto our bow. 

As one in wonder loft. Crape view'd 
His Lord, who thus his fpeech purfu'd. 

This, my good Crape, is fiy grand point. 
And as the times are out of j6int. 
The greater caution is requiir'd 
To bring about the point defir'd, 

R 3 What 
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What I would wifh to bring aboat, 
Canpot admit a moment's doubt ; 
The matter in difpute, yon know. 
Is what we call the qu^med^. 
That be thy taflck— The re^'rendi^ve. 
Becoming in a moment grave, 
Fix'd to the ground and rooted ftood, 
Jud like a man cutout of wood ; 
i)uch as we fee (without the leaft 
Reflection glancing on the Prieft) 
One or more, planted up and down, 
Almoll in ev'ry church in town : 
He flood fome minutes ; then, like one 
Who wifh'd the matter might be done, 
£ut could not do it, ihook his head. 
And thus the Man of Sorrow faid : 

Hard is this tafk, too hard I fwear. 
By much, too hard for me to bear ; 
Beyond expreffion hard my part, 
Could mighty DuUman fee my heart. 
When he, alas 1 makes known a will. 
Which Crape's not able to fulfil. 
Was ever my obedience barr'd 
By any trifling nice regard 
To Senfe and Honour r Could I reach 
Thy meaning without help of fpeech. 
At the fir ft motion of thy eye 
Did not ihy faithfirf creature fly ? 
Have I not faiJ, not what I ought, 
But what by earthly maflrer' taught ? 
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Did I e'er weigh, thro* daty ftrong. 
In thy great biddings, right and wrong ? 
Did ever int'rcft, to whom thou 
Can'ft not with more devotion bow. 
Warp my found fkith, or wiH of mine 
In contradidlion run to thine ? 
Have I not, at thy table plac'd. 
When bufinefs call'd aloud for hafte, 
Tom myfelf dience, yet never heard 
To utter one complaining word. 
And had, till thy great work was done^ 
All appetites as having none ? 
Hard is it, this great plan purfa'd 
Of voluntary fervitude ; 
Purfu'd without or ihame or fear. 
Thro' the great circle of the year ; 
Now to receive, in this grand hour, 
Commands which lie beyond my pow'r ; 
Commands which baiHe all my ikill. 
And leave me nothing but my will : 
Be that accepted ; let my Lord 
Indulgence to his flave afford j 
This tafk, for my poor ftrcngth unfit, 
V/ill yield to none but DuUman's wit. 

With fuch grofs incenfe gratified. 
And turning up the lip of pride. 
Poor Crape —and fhook his empty head — 
Pcor pu&zie^ Crape, wife DuUman faid. 
Of judgment weak, of fenfe confin*d. 
For things of lower note defign'd, 

R 4 For 
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For things within ^jvn^fut.tfAQhi r ; . . .. | 

To run ^ errands,' and Jtal^flre1^k>'.T: - . I 

WeU hail thou judg*d» t^mA^hoadi^Hke n^kie | 

Cannot want help fromJbiead« like thkici I 

Well haft thou judg'd tftyiiflf unmeet . 
Of fuch high argumefit to. ti:«at t * . 

* Twas but to try thee that I ipoke^ 
And all I faid was but a joke« 

Nor think a joke, Crapej a diTgrace 
Or to my perfon, or my place i 
The wifeft of the fons of men 
Have deign'd to ufe them now .and then;: 
The only caution, do you > fee. 
Demanded by our dignity. 
From common ufe and men exempt* 
Is, that they may not- breed contempt. 
Great ufe they have, when in the hands 
Of one, like me, who underftands ; . 
Who underftands the time and place. 
The perfons, manner, and the grace. 
Which fools negled ; fo that we find. 
If all the requilites are join'd. 
From whence a perfedl joke muft fpring, 
A joke's a very ferious. thing. 

But to our bufinefs— My defign, 
WhicTi gave fo rough a fhock to thine. 
To my capacity is made 
As ready as a fraud in trade. 
Which like broad-cloth, I can, with cafe. 
Cut out in any Ihape I pleafe. 
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Some, in my circumftance, fomc few. 
Aye, and thofe men of genius too. 
Goo J men, who, withiocit love or hate, 
Whe'ther theyi early rife or late. 
With names uncrackM, and credit found, 
Kife worth a hundred thoufand pound. 
By threadbare ways and means would try 
To bear their point ; fo will not I. 
New methods (hall my wifdom find 
To fuit thefe matters to my mind. 
So that the infidels at court. 
Who make our City Wits' their fport. 
Shall hail the honours of my reign. 
And own thatDullman hears a brain. 

Some, in my place, to gain their ends. 
Would give relations up, and friends ; 
Would lend a wife, who they might fwear 
Safely, was none the worfc for wear ; 
Would fee a daughter, yet a maid. 
Into a Statefman's arms betray'd ; 
Nay, ihould.the girl prove coy, nor know 
What danglers to a father owe, 
, Sooner than fc hemes fo nobly plann'd 
Should fail, therai'elves would lend a handvj 
Would vote on one fide, whilft a brother. 
Properly taught, would vote on t' other.; 
Would tv^ry petty band forget ; 
The public eye be with one fet. 
In private with 9./econd herd. 
And be by proxy with a third.; 

Would 
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Would (like a ^een, of wliom I read 

The other day— her name is fled— 

In a book (where, together bound, 

Whittington and his Cat I iband, 

A tale moil true, and free from art. 

Which all Lord-Mayors ihoald have by heart) 

A ^eeu (O might thofe days begin 

Afreih when Queens would learn to fpin) 

Who wrought^ and wrought, but for fome plot. 

The caufe of which IVe now forgot. 

During the abfence of the fun 

Undid what ihe by day had done) 

Whilft they a doable vifage wear. 

What's fworn by day, by night unfwear. 

Such be their arts, and fuch perchance 
May happily their ends advance ^ 
From a new fyilem mine Ihall fpring, 
A Locum-Tenens is the thing. 
That's your true plan,— To obligate 
The prefent Minifters of State, 
'Niy Jhado'-w fhall our Court approach. 
And bear my pow'r, and have my coach ; 
My f.nejiate coach, fuperb ^o view, 
Ajineftate coach, and paid for too ; 
To curry favour, and the grace 
Obtain, 'of thofe who're out of place : 
In the mean time /—that's to fay— 
/proper, /myfelf— /6^r^ flay. 

But hold— perhaps unto the nation. 
Who hate the Scot's adminillration. 

To 
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To lend my coadi may leera to be 

Declaring for the Miniilry ; 

For where the City-coach isy there 

Is the true efience of the Mayor : 

Therefore (for wife men are intent 

Evils at diiUnce to pceveot, 

Whilft fools the evils iirft endure. 

And then are pUgu'd to feek a cure) 

No coach '^Ql hor/e — and free from fear 

To make our Deputy appear, 

Faft on his back ihall he be tied. 

With two grooms marchihg by his fide-: 

Then for a ^cr^— thro' all the land. 

To head our folemn City-band, 

Can any one fo fit be fottnd. 

As be, who in ArtiWry-ground^ 

Without a rider, noble fight. 

Led on our braved troops to fight. 

But fir ft. Crape, for my honour's fake, 
A tender point, enquiry make 
About xkvdXhcrfe^ if the difpute T " 

Is ended, or is ftill in fuit. 
For whilft a caufe (obferve this plan 
Of juftice) whether horfe or man 
The parties be, remains in doubt. 
Till 'tis determin'd-out and cut. 
That pow'r muft tyranny appear. 
Which flioald, pre -judging, interfere, 
And weak faint judges over-awe 
To bias the ix^^ com-fe of law. 

Yo« 
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You have my wU — now quickly run. 
And take care that my will be done. 
In public. Crape, you nuift appear* 
Whilft I in privacy fit here ; 
Here (hall great Dullman fit alone. 
Making this elbow-chair my throne. 
And you, performing what I bid. 
Do all, as if I nothing did. 

Crape heard, and fpeeded on his way ; 
With him to hear was to obey. 
Not without trouble, be afiur'd, 
A proper proxy was procur'd 
To ferve fuch infamous intent. 
And fuch a Lord to reprefent ; 
Nor could one have been found at all 
On t' other fide of London-'wnlL 

The trumpet founds— folemn and flow 
JBehold the grand proceflion go. 
All moving on, cat after kind. 
As if , for motion ne'er defign'd. 

Conftablesy whom the laws admit 
To keep the peace by breaking it ; 
Beadles y who hold .the fecond place 
By virtue of a filver mace. 
Which ev'ry Saturday is drawn. 
For ufe of Sunday, out of pawn ^ 
Trea/urerst who with empty key 
Secure an empty Treafury ; , 
Churchwardens i who their courfe purfoc 
In the fame ftate, as to their pew 

Church' 
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ChurclrvoardeHs of Saint Margaret go. 

Since Peirfon taught them pride andihowa. 

Who in fhort tranfient pomp appear. 

Like Almanacks chang'd cv'ry year,. 

Behind whom, with unbroken locks. 

Charity carries the P^oor^s Bos^^, > 

Not knowing that with private key» 

They ope and ihut it when they pleafe ;. 

O'uer/eersj^vfhci by frauds enfure 

The heavy curfes of the poor j 

Unclean came flocking. Bulls and Bears , 

Like beafts into the ark, by pairs. 
Portentous flaming in the van 

Stalk'd the Profe£or Sheridan v 

A man of <m;/>^, a mere Pantiner 

A downright animal machine* ^ 

He knows alone in proper mode 

How to take vengeance on an Ode 9 

And how to butcher Ammon's fon 

And poor Jack Dry den both in one. 

On all occafions next the Chair 

He flands for fervice of the Mayor, 

And to inflru£l him how to ufe 

His a^s and ^'s, and p*$ and y 's. 

O'er letters, mto tatters worn, 

O'tvjyllahles, defac'd and torn. 

O'er lAjords disjointed, and o'cv/enfe 

Left deftitute of all defence^ 

He flrides, and all the way he goes. 

Wades, deep in blood, o'er Cri/s-Crofs^Ro^s, 

Before 
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Before him, cv'ry C»ftfin^^ 

In agonies is Icen to pant ; 

Behind, in forms net to be knev(q!>» 

The ghoils of tortured fToxK^lt groan. 
Next Hart and Duke, well' xw^y grace 

And City favour, came in p!ac*. 

No children can their toiJs engage. 

Their toils are turn'd to rev'rtod age. 

When a Court-Dame, to grace his brows 

Refolv'd, is wed to City fpoufe. 

Their aid with Madam* ^ aid muft j^n 

The aukward dotard to refine. 

And teach, whence trrreft giory flows, 

Gra<ve Sixty to turn out his toes. 

Each bore in hand a kit, and each 

To fhew how fit he was to teach 

A Cit, an Alderman, a Mayor y 

Led in a firing a dancing bear. 
Since the revival of Fingal, 
Cuftom, and Cuftom's all in aJI> 
Commands that we fhouM have regard. 
On all high feafons, to the Bard, 
Great afts like thefe, by vulgar tongoe 
Profan'd, ihould not be faid, but i^iig. 
This place to fill, renown 'd in fame. 
The high and mighty Lock man * came ; 

* John Lockman, Secretary to the BritiHi I-IerriJig Fifheryw 
Author of many forgotten Poems, and Tranflator of fcvc^ral works 
from thQ French. 

And, 
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And, ne'er forgot in Dollman's reign> 

With proper order to maintaia 

The uniformity of pride, 

Broaght brother Whitehead by his fide. 

On horfe, who proudly paw'd the ground. 
And call his fiery eye-balls round. 
Snorting, and champing the rude bit«. 
As if, for warlike purpofe fit. 
His high and gen'rous blood diidain'd 
To be for fports and paftimes rein'd. 
Great Dymock, in his glorious Jiation>. 
Paraded at the Coronation. 
Not fo our City Dymock came. 
Heavy, difpirited, and tame ; 
No mark of fcnfe, his eyes half-clos'd,. 
He on a mighty dray-horfe. dozM. 
Fate never could a horfe. provide 
So fit for fuch a man to ride ; 
Nor find a man, with ftridleft care. 
So fit for fuch a horfe to bear. 
Hung round with inAruments of death. 
The fight of him would ftop the breath 
Of braggart Cowardice, and make 
The very Court Dra^wcanfir quake. 
With dirks, which, in the hands of fpite. 
Do their damn'd bufinefs in the night, 
Frqm Scotland fent, but here difplay'd 
Only to fill up the parade ; 
With /words, unflelh'd, of maiden hue. 
Which rage or valour never drew j 

With 
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With UunJiriuffts» tiM^|}4axicl«> . . » . i 

UHm pocktt-piftols, by h»/fi4i^t i. i .: ; 
In girdle ftucky.li|i fecn*«l>tb.ii*t{ • • ' -uit 
A little moving armory. , . .. ' p, i . i jr. 
One thing much wMiting. to eomplrte . . 
The fight, and make a 'pc9fcA<tureat9 -» 

Was» that the horfe (a coujlsfy 
In horie$ foupd of high degceo) - 
Infiead of going foiyward. on* . 
All the way backward ihould have g0ne% 
Hor/eSf unlefs they breeding lack^ 
Some fcruple make to turn their bacjc, 
Tho* riders, which plain truth declares* 
No fcruple make of turning theirs. 
Far, far apart from all the refif 
Fit only for a landing ]dk. 
The independent (can. you g£t 
A better fuited epithet) 
The independent Amyand came. 
All burning with the (acred ilame 
Of Liberty, which well he knows 
On the great flock of Slav'ry grows. 
Like fparrow, who, deprived of mate 
Snatch'd by the cruel hand of Fate, 
From fpray to fpray no more will hop> 
But iits alone on the houfe-top. 
Or like himfelf, when all alone 
At Croydon, he was heard to groan. 
Lifting hotb hands in the defence 
Of Interefl and Common-Senfe ; 
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Jfi?/^ hands, for as aO'OtlicrtiHui 
Adopted and purfu'd hi» plan > 
The /^/-handiiad b«eh lorklMti i|Aite;. 
If he had not held up the rigi?t. 
Apart he came, and fbc^d hu eyes. ' 
With rapture on a.didant prvui,. 
On which in letters worthy note, 
Thsre "Twenty Thoufand Pounds" was wrott :; 
Falfe trap, for credit fappM is found 
By getting twenty thoufand pound. 
Nay, look not thus wi me, and dare,, 
Doubting the certainty.— To fwv*ar. 
In fuch a cafe I ihould be loth — > 
But Perry Cuft • may take his oath* 
In plain and decent garb array'd. 
With the prim quaker Fraud came Trade.;. 
Connivance, to improve the plan,. 
Habited like a Jury -many 
Judging as intereft prevails, . 
Came next with mealiires, weights, and fcales ;; 
Extortion next, of hellifh race, 
A cub moft damn'd, to Ihew his -face 
Forbid by fear, but not by ihame, 
Tum'd to a Je^w^ like -■ came ; 

Corruption, Midas -like, . behold 
Turning whate'er (he touch'd to gold ; 
Impotence led by Luft, and Rridc 
Strutting with Ponton by her lide ;. 

» Sec Norih Eriion, Vol. 111.. 

Vol. LXVI. S Hypocrlfy,, 
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Hypocrify, demure and fad. 

In garments of the Priellhood clad. 

So well difguis'd, that you might fwcar. 

Deceived, a very Priefl: was there ; 

Bankruptcy, full of cafe and health. 

And wallowing in ^elU/wv^d wealth. 

Came fneering thro' a ruin'd band. 

And bringing B in her hand ; 

ViAory hanging down her head. 

Was by a Highland llallion led ; 

Peace, cloath'd in fables, with a face 

Which witnefs'd fenfe of huge diigrace,. 

Which fpake a deep and rooted ihame 

Both of herfelf and of her name. 

Mourning creeps on, and blufhing feels 

War, grim War treading on her heels ; 

Pale Credit, fhaken by the arts 

Of men with bad heads and worfe hearts,. 

Taking no notice of a band 

Which near her were ordain'd to ftand> 

Well nigh deftroy'd by fickly fit, 

Look'd willful all around for Pitt ; 

Freedom— at that moft hallovv'd nkme 

My fpirits mount into a flame. 

Each pulfe beats high, and each nerve ftrain* 

E'en to the cracking ; thro' my veins 

The tides of life more rapid run. 

And tell me I am Freedom's fon — 

Freedom came next, but fcarce was fecn. 

When the ^^^^'i wliich appeal 'd fcrcne^ 
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And gay before, was overcaft ; ' 
Horror beftrode z foreign blafl. 
And from the pri/on of the North, 
lo Freedom deadly, flcrms burlt forth. 

A car like thofe, in which, we're told, - 
Our wild forefathers warr'd of old. 
Loaded with death, lix horfes bear 
Thro' the blank region of the air. 
Too fierce for time or art to tame, . 
They pour'd fol-th mingled fmoke and flam* 
From their wide noftrils; ev'ry ftecd 
Was of that ancient favage breed 
Which fell Geryon nurs'd; their food 
Tiie flelh of man, their drink his blood. - 

On the firft horfes, ill-match'd pair, > 
Jbis fat and fleek, that lean and bare, > 
Came ill-match'd riders fide by fide. 
And Poverty was yok'd with Pride, 
Union moft ftrange it mull appear, . 
Till other unions make it clear. 

Next, in the gall of bitiernefs. 
With i*age, which words can ill exprefs, . 
With unforgiving rage, which Iprings 
From a falfc zeal for holy things. 
Wearing fuch rcbes as prophets wear, . 
Falfe prophets pl:ic*d in Peter's- chair j , 
On which, in characlers of fire, 
Shi pes antic, horrible and dire. 
Inwoven flum'd ; where, to the ^icvv,. . 
In groups jippcar'd a rabble crew • 

S 2,. Of 
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Of fainted devils, where all round 
Vile r cliques of vile men were found, 
Who, worfc than devils, from the births 
Perform'd the work of hell on earth. 
Jugglers^ InquiJitorSi and Popes, 
Pointing at axes, ia! heels, and rcpes. 
And engines, fram'd on horrid plan. 
Which none but the dcflroyer Man 
Could, to promote his felfiih views,. 
Have heads to make, or hearts to ufe ;, 
Bearing, to confecrate her tricks. 
In her left-hand a Crucifix, 
Remembrance of our dying Lord, 
And in her right a tnvo-edg^iifiwordi. 
Having her brows, in impious (port,. 
Adorn'd with words of high import,. 
On earth Peace, amongfi- men. Good-will,.. 
Love hearing, 2xA forbearing ftill. 
All wrote in the hearr^ s-blotx^oi thofe 
Who rather death than falfhpod chofe ; 
On her breaft (where, in days of yore. 
When God lov'd Jenjcs, the High-^prieil wore* 
Thofe oracles, which were decreed 
T' inftruft and guide the chofen feed) 
Having with glory clad and ilrength. 
The Virgin piclur'd ai full length, 
Wliilft at her iczt, in Imall pourtrayM,. 
As fcarcc wcrth noiice, Chrilt was laid ? 
Came Supcrftition, fierce and fell. 
An imp dcteiled, e'en in hell ; 
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Her eye inflam'd, her face all o*er 
foully befmeai-'d Avith humati gore, 
^CJ'er heaps of mangled faints ][he rode^; 
Faft at her heels Deat'h proudly ftrode. 
And grimly fmiPd, well-pleas'd to fee 
Such havock of mortality. 

Clofe by her fide, on mifchief beri^ 
And urging on ea<fhi)ad intent 
To its full bearing, favage, wild. 
The mother fit of fuch a child. 
Striving the em|»re to advance 
Of fin and death, came Ignorance. 

With looks, where dread command was -plac'd, 
And fov'reign pow*r by pride difgrac'd. 
Where loudly witneffing a mind 
Of favage more" than human kind. 
Not chufing to be lov'd, but-fear'd. 
Mocking at right, Mifrule appear'd. 

With eyeballs glaring fiery red 
Enough to ftrike behold9i-s dead, 
Gnafhing his teeth, and in a flood 
Pouring corruption forth and blood 
From his chaf *d jaws ; without" reroorfe 
Whipping, and fpurring on his horfe, 
Whofe fides, in their own blood embay 'd. 
E'en to the bone were open laid, 
-Came Tyranny ; difdaining awe. 
And trampling over SenJ'e and La-w* 
One thing and only one he knew. 
One objeft only would purfue, 

S 3 tho» 
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Tho* lefs (fo low doth paflicn bring) 
Than man^ he would be more than King. 

With ev'ry argument and art 
Which might corrupt the head and heart. 
Soothing the frenzy of his mind, 
^ Companion meet, was Flatt'ry join*d. 
Winning his carriage, ev^ry look 
Employed, whilil it concealed a hook ; 
When iimple moil, mo& to be fear'd-; 
Moll crafty when no craft appear'd ; 
His tales no man like him could tell ; 
His words, which melted as they felU 
Might e'en a hypocrite deceive. 
And make an infidel believe. 
Wantonly cheating o'er and o*er 
Thofe who had cheated been before : 
Such Flatt'ry came in evil hour, 
Pois'ning the royal ear of pow'r. 
And, grown by proftitution great. 
Would be firft Minifter of otate. 

Within the chariot, all alone. 
High feated on a kind of throne. 
With pebbles grac'd, a figure came. 
Whom Juftice would, but dare not, name. 
Hard times when Juftice, without fear. 
Dare not bring forth to public ear 
The names of thofe, who dare offend 
''Gainft Juftice, and pervert her end : 
But, if the Mufe afford me grace, 
Dcfcription fhall fupnly the pkice. 
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In foreign garmetttJ'he was dad 
^age ermine Q^enkof^aSyplasd 
Call rev'rend honour ; on his heart,. 
Wrought by the curious hand of art. 
In filver wrought, and brighter far 
Than heav'nly or than earthly ftar. 
Shone a fFhite Ro/e, the emblem dear 
Of him he ever muft revere ; 
Of that dread Lord, who with his hoft 
Of faithful native rebels loft. 
Like thofe black fpirits doom'd to heU, 
At once from pow'r and virtue fell j 
Around his clouded brows was placed 
A ionnet, moft fuperbly gracM 
With mighty tl?ifiles, nor forgot 
The facred motto. Touch me not. 

In the right-hand a fword he bore 
Harder than adamant, and more 
Fatal than winds, which from the mouth 
Of the rough North invade the South : 
The reeking blade to view prefents 
The blood of helplefs innocents ; 
And on the hilt, as meek become 
As lambs before the (hearers dumb, 
With downcaft eye, and folemn fliow 
Of deep unutterable woe. 
Mourning the time when Freedom reign d, 
Faft to a rock was Juflice cham'd. 
In his left hand, in wax impreft. 
With beUs and gewgaws idly dreft, 

84 ^^ 
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An image^ caft in baby Ino^lfl> . , ; ^ .. - 1 

He held, and (cem'd o'erjoy'd to lipid. ... . 

On this he fix'd his eyes, to this 

Bowing he gave the loyal kifsj . 

And, for rebellion fully ripe, , 

Seem'd to deAre the Antitype. 

What if to that.Pr^/^^^r'sfoc3. 

His greatnefs, nay, his life he owes, . 

Shall common obligations bind. 

And (hake his conilancy of mind ? 

Scorning fuchweak and petty chains^ 

Faithful to James he ftill remains, 

Tho' he the fwend of George appear-t 

Dijfimulation^s Virtue here* . 

Jealous and mean, he with a frown 
Would awe, and keep all merit down. 
Nor would to Truth and Juflice bend, 
Unlefs out -bullied by \i\s friend : 
If rave with the xoward, with the brave 
Ke is himfelf a covviird flave ; 
Aw'd by his fears, he has no heart 
To take a great and open part; 
Mines in a. fubtle train he fprings. 
And, fecret, faps tiie ears of kings,; 
But not e'en there coniinues firm 
'Gainft the refinance of a worm : 
Born in a country, njohcre.tbe nxiill 
Of one isAaiAj focill, he ftill 
Retained th' infcifUon, v/Ith full aim 
To fpread it wlicrcfoe'er he came , 
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Freedom he hated, i^^^w^ defied, 
Tiie proftitute of pow*r and pride : 

La^ he with eafe explains away. 

And leads bewilder 'd Senfeaftray; 

Much to the credit of his brain 
-Puzzles the caufeiie can't maintain. 

Proceeds on moft. fawiiliar grounds. 

And, where he can't convince, confoundsi; 

Talents of rareft ftamp and fize. 

To Nature falfe, he mifapplies. 

And turns to poifon what was Tent 

For purpofes ci nouriihment. 

Palene/s, not fuch as on his wings 

The meflenger of ficknefs brings. 

But fu6h as takes its coward rife 

From confcious bafenefs, confcious vice, 

O'erfpread his cheeks; Difdain and Fride^ 

To upftart fortunes ever tied, 

Scowi'd on his brow ; within his eye, 

Infidious, lurking like a fpy 

To Caution principled by Fear, 

Not daring open to appear, 

Lodg'd covert Mjf chief \ PaJ/ion hung 

• On his lip quiv'ring ; on his tongue 

: Fraud dwdt at large; within his brcaft 

AH that makes Villain found a nell. 

All that, on hell's compleatcft plan. 

E'er join'd to damn the heart of man. 
Soon as the car reach'd land, he rofe. 

And with a look wlrlch might have froze 

The 
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The heart's bell blood, which was enough* 

Had hearts been made of ftemer ftuff 

In cities than elfewhcre, to make 

The very ftouteft quail and quake. 

He cail his baleful eyes around. 

Fix'd without motion to the ground. 

Fear waiting on furprize, all flood. 

And horror chill*d their curdled blood: 

No more they thought of pompy no more 

(For they had feen his face before) 

Of La^ they thought ; the caufe forgot. 

Whether it was or Ghoft, or Plot, 

Which drew them there. They all Hood more 

Like flatues than they were before. 

What could be done ? Could art, could force. 
Or both dired a proper courfc 
To make this favage monfler tame. 
Or fend him back the way he came ? 
What neither art, noi force, nor both 
Could do, a Lord oi foreign growth, 
A Lord to that bafe wretch allied 
In country, not in vice and pride, 
ElFedled : from the felf-fame land, 
(Bad news for our blafpheming band 
Of fcribblers, but deferving note) 
The poifon came, and antidote. 
Abalh'd the monfler hung his head; 
And like an empty vifion fled ; 
His train, like virgin fnows which run, 
Kifs'd by the burning bawdy fun, 

T« 
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To lovefick ftrcams, diiTolv'd in air ; 
Joy, who from abfence feeniM more fair. 
Came fmiling, freed from ilavifh awe ; 
Loyalty, Liberty, and Law, 
Impatient of the galling chain. 
And yoke of pow'r, refom'd their reign; 
And burning with the glorious flame 
Of public virtue, Mans£eld came. 
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GRACE faid in form, which Sceptics muft agree 
When they are told that grace was faid by me ; 
'Jhe fcrvants gone, to break the fcurvy jell 
On the proud landlord, and his thread-bare gueft ;' 
The King gone round, my Lady too withdrawn, 
■My Lord, in ufual taile, began to yawn. 
And lolling backward in his elSow-chair, 
With an infipid kind of ftupid flare. 
Picking his teeth, twirling his fcals about — 
Churchill, you hare a poem coming out. 
YouVc my beft wiflies ; but I really fear 
Your Mufe in general is too fevere ; 
Her fpirit fcems her int'rell to oppofe. 
And where fhe makes one friend, makes twenty foet. 
C. Your Lcrdlhip's fears are jutt, I feel their fottc. 
But only feel it as a thing of courfe. 
The man whofe hardy fpirit ihall engage 
To laih the vices of a guilty, age, 
At hisfirft fetting forward ought to know, 
ThatX'v'ry rogue he meets mufl: be his foe ; 
That the rude breath of fatire will provoke 
Many who feel* and more who fear the ilroke* 

fiat 

Digitized by Google 



THE CONFERENCE. X69 

But fhall the partial rage of Telfiili men 
From ftubborn juftice wrench the righteous pen^ 
Or fhall I not my. fettled coarfe purfue, 
Becaufe my foes are foes to Virtue too ? 

L, What is thisboafted Virtue, taught in School«>, 
And idly, drawn from antiquated rules ?. 
What is her ufe ? Point. out one wholefome end. : 
Will (he hurt foes, or can fhe make a friend ? 
When from long falts fierce appetites arife. 
Can this fame Virtue fHfle Nature's cries ? .^ 

Can (he the pittance of a meal afford. 
Or bid thee welcome to one great man's board I- 
When northern winds, the rough December arm 
With froft and fnow, can Virtue keep thee warm ? 
Can'fl thou difmifs the hard unfeeling dun 
Barely by faying. Thou art Virtue's fon ? 
Or by bafe blund'ring flatefmen fent to jail,. 
Will Mansfield take this Virtue for thy bail I 
Believe it not, the name is in difgracc. 
Virtue and Temple now are out of place- 
Quit then this meteor, whofe delufive ray 
From wealth and honour lead & thee far ailray. 
True Virtue means, let Reafon ufe her eyes. 
Nothing with fools, and int'refl with the wife. 
Would'ft thou be great, her. patronage diiSclaim* 
Nor madly triumph in fo mean a name : 
Let nobler wreaths thy happy brows adom^ 
And leave to Virtue poverty and fcorn. 
Let Prudence be thy guide ; who doth not know 
How feldom Prudence can with Virtue go I 

T« 
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To be fucccfsful try thy utmoft force. 
And Virtue follows ai a things of cotrrfe. 

Hirco, who fenows not ffirco ? ftairts the bed 
Of that kind mafter wb6 firft gzvt hitn bread. 
Scatters the feeds of difcord thro' the land. 
Breaks ev*ry public , ev'ry private band. 
Beholds with joy a truftihg friend tind^ne. 
Betrays a brother, atid would cheat a f(wi : 
What mortal in hia fenfes can endure 
The name of Hirco, fol* the wretch is poor ? 
♦* Let him hang, drown, ftafrve, on a danghill rot, 
«« By all detefled live, and die forgot ; 
** Let him, a poor return, in ev'ry breath 
** Feel all death's pains, yet be whole years m death," 
Is now the gen'ral cry we all purfue : 
Let Fortune change, and Prudence changes too; 
Supple and pliant a new fyftem feels. 
Throws up her cap, and fpaniels at his heels ; 
Long live great Hirco, cries, by int'reft taught. 
And let his foes, tho' I prove one, be nought. 

C. Peace to fuch men, if fuch men can have peace. 
Let their poiFeiEons, let their Hate increafe ; 
Let their bafe fervices in Courts ftrike root. 
And in the feafon bring forth golden fruit ; 
I envy not : let thofe who have the will. 
And, with fo little fpirit, fo much flcill. 
With fuch vile inftruments their fortunes carve ; 
Rogues may grow fat, an honeft man dares ftarve. 

L, Thefe ftale conceits thrown off, let us advance 
For once to real life, and c[uit rcmancc. 

Starve! 
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Starve ! pretty talking ! but I fain would view 
That man> that honeft man>. would do it too. 
Hence to yon mountain which outbraves the fky>. 
And dart from pole to pole thy flrengthen'd eye> 
Thro' all that fpace you (hall not view one man,. 
Not one, who dares to adk on fuch a plan. 
Cowards in calms will fay> what in a florna. 
The brave will tremble at, and not perform, 
Thine be the proof, and, fpite of all you've faid^ 
You'd give your honour for a crufl of bread. 

C. What proof might do, what hunger might eiFcft>. 
What famifh'd Nature, looking with negleft 
On all fhe once held dear,, what fear, at flrife 
With fainting Virtue for the means of life. 
Might make this coward flefh, in love with breath, 
Shudd'ring at pain, and fhrinking back from deaths ■ 
In treafon to my foul, defcend to bear, 
Trufting to Fate, I neither know nor care. 

Once, at this hour thofe wounds afrelh I feel. 
Which nor profperity nor time can heal, 
Thofe wounds, which Fate feverely hath decreed. 
Mentioned or thought of, muft for ever bleed, 
Thofe wounds, which humbled all that pride of man> 
Which brings fuch mighty aid to Virtue's plan ; 
Once, aw'd by Fortune's moll opprellive frown. 
By legal rapine to the earth bow'd down. 
My credit at laft gafp, my ftate undone. 
Trembling to meet the fliock I could not fliun. 
Virtue gave ground, and black defpair prevail'd ; 
Sinking beneath the ftorm, my fpirits fail'd. 

Like 
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Like Peter*9 faith ; 'tiH on«» a friend idiIq^,, 

May all diltrefs find fuch ia time of need« 

One kind good man, in a£l,. in word, in tl&ottght,^ 

By Virtue guided, and by VVifdom taught. 

Image of liim whom Chnflians ihopld adore, 

Stretch'd forth his hand, and brought me fafe to fhorc. 

Since, by good fortune into notice raised,. 
And for fome little merit largely grais'd, 
Indulg'd in fwerving from prudential rules. 
Hated by rogues, and. not. bslov'd by fooLs, 
Plac'd above want, fhall abjedt ihirll of wealth- 
So fiercely war *gainft my fouPs dearcll health,. 
That, as a boon, I (hould bafe ihacklcs crave. 
And, born to freedom, make myfelf a flave ; . 
That I (hould in the train of tliofe appear. 
Whom Honour cannot love, nor Manhood fear ? 

That I no longer flculk from llreet to flreet,.» 
Afraid left duns affail, and bailiffa meet ; 
That I from place to place this carcafe bear, , 
Walk forth at large, and wander free as air ; 
That 1 no longer dread tlie aukward friend, 
Whoie very obligations mull offend. 
Nor, all too forward, with impatience burn. 
At fuiF'ring favours which I can't return ; 
That, from dependence and from pride fecure,. 
L am not plac'd fo high to fcorn the poor. 
Nor yet fo low, that I my Lord fhould fear. 
Or hefitate to give him fneer for fneer ; 
That, whilft fage Prudence my purfuits confirms,. 
I can enjoy the world on equal terms ;, 

That, 
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Thzts fc^a tb'^offiers, b myfelf moli true. 

Feeling no want; t comfoirt thofe who do. 

And Wifli thb Will lia<^e pqWer to aid diftreft : ' 

Thefe, and What other bleffings I poflefs, ' ^ 

From tht ihdulgehce of the Public rife ; ' • ^ 

All privaite patronage my foul defies ^ 

By candour more inclln'd to fave, than danin, 

A gen'rous Public made me what I am. 

All that I have, tliey gave ; juft Mem'ry bears 

The grateful ftamp, and what I am is theirs. 

L^ To feign a red-hot zeal for Freedom's caufe^.. 
To ihouth aloud for liberties and Iaw5, 
For public good to bellow all abroad, ^ 

Serves well the purpofes of private fraud* 
Prudence by public good intends her own ; 
If you mean otherwife, you ftand a'one. 
"What do we mean by Country and by Court ? 
What is it to Oppofe, what to Support ? 
Mere words of courfe, and what is more abfurdi 
Than to pay homage to an empty word ? 
Majors and Minors differ but in name. 
Patriots and Minifters are much the fame ;; 
The only difference, after all their rout>. 
Is,. that the one is in, the other out. ' 

Explore the dark receffes of the mind. 
In the foul's honeft volume read mankind. 
And own, in wife and fimple, great and fmalli. 
The fame grand leading principle in all. 
Whatever we talk of wifdom to the wife. 
Of goodnefs to the good, of public ties. 

Vol. LXVI. T Which. 
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Which to our coantiy link,' of private bimds 
Which claim moft dear attention at our hands^ 
For parent and for child, for wife and friend, • 
Our firft great Mover, and our lad great £nd« 
Is one, and* by whatever name we call 
The ruling tyrant. Self is all in all. 
This, which unwilling Fadion fhall admit. 
Guided in different ways a Bute and Pitt, 
Made Tyrants break, hiade Kings gbferve the law. 
And gave the world a Stuart and NaiTau. 

Hath Nature (ftrange and wild conceit of pride) 
Diftinguiih'd thee from* all her fons befide ? 
Ppth virtue in thy bofom brighter glow. 
Or from a fpring more pure doth aftion flow ? 
Is not thy foul bound with thofe ytry chains 
Which fhackle us ; or is that Self, which reignt 
O'er kings and beggars, which in all we fee 
Moll ftrong and fov 'reign, only weak in thee f 
Fond man, believe it not ; experience tells 
'Tis not thy virtue, but thy pride rebels. 
Think (and for* once lay by thy lawlefs pen) 
Think, and confefs thyfelf like other men ; 
Think but one hour, and, to thy confcience led 
By Reafon's band, bow down and hang thy head^ 
Think on thy private life, recal thy youth. 
View thyielf now, and own with ftrideft truth, 
^\ hat Self hath drawn thee from fair Virtue's way 
Farther i\\ m Folly would have dar'd to ftray. 
And that the talents lib'ral Nature gave 
To make thee free, have made thee more a flave- 

Quit 



Digitized by Google 



THE CONFE-RENCEr rjs' 

Quit then« in prudence qoit, that idle traia 
Of toys, which have fo toig abus'd thy brain. 
And captive led thy pow'r4 » with boQttdkfs will 
Let Self maintain her ftate and empire ftiU, 
But let her, with more worthy objeds caught, , 
Strain all the faculties and force of thought 
To things of higher daring ; let her ran^ 
Thro* better paftures, and learn how to change ; : 
Let her, no longer to weak fadlion tied. 
Wifely revolt, and join our ilronger fide. 

C. Ah ! what, my Lord, hath private life to do . 
With things of public nature ? Why to view 
Would you thus cruelly thofe fcenes unfold. 
Which, without pain and horror to behold, 
Mufl fpeak me fomething more or lefs than man ; . 
Which friends may pardon, but I never can } 
Look back ! a thought which borders on defpair, . 
Which human nature mwSi, yet cannot bear. 
'Tis not the babbling of a bufy world. 
Where praife and cenfurc are at random hurlM, 
Which can the meaneft of my thoughts controul, , 
Or fhake one fettled purpofe of my foul. . 
Free and at large might their wild curfes roam, . 
If all, if all, alas ! were well at home» 
No — 'tis the tale which angry Confcience tells,. , 
When llie with more than tragic horror fvvelh 
Each circumftance of guilt ; when flern, but true, . 
She brings bad adions forth into review ; 
And, like the iiread hand-writing on the v/all, 
Bidj late Remorfe awake at Reafon*s call ; 

T 3 Arm'd 
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Arm'd at all points bids fcorpion Vengeance pafi. 
And to the mind holds up Refledlion's glafs ; 
The mind, which darting, heaves the heart-felt groan^ 
^nd hates that form fhe kncv. s to be her own. 

Enough of this— let private forrows reft — 
As to the Public I dare Hand the teft ; 
Dare proudly boaft, I feel no wifh above 
The good of England, and my Country's love. 
Stranger to party-rage, by Reafon's voice, 
Unerr'ng guide, direfted in my choice. 
Not all the tyrant pow'rs of earth combined. 
No, nor of hell, fhall make me change my mind. 
What ! herd with men my honeft foul difdains. 
Men who, with fervile zeal, are forging chains ' 
For Freedom's neck, and lend a helping hand. 
To fpread dcftruftion o'er my native land. 
What ! Ihall I not, e'en to my latcft breath. 
In the full face of dangcj- and of death. 
Exert that little flrength which Nature gave. 
And boldly ftem, or perifli in the wave ? 

£. When I look backward for fome fifty years. 
And fee pra^pinn^ Patriots turn to Peers ; 
Hear men, moil loofe, for decency declaim. 
And talk of cbarafter without a name ; 
Sec in": dels afiert the caafe of God, 
And meek Divines wield perfecution's rod ; 
See men transform'd to brutes, and brutes to men. 
Sec Whitehead ♦ take a place, \ Jlalph change his pen, 

• Paul Whiiehtad. 

f Jame^Ralph. Sec Lord Mdcombe's *' Diary." 

I mock 
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i mock the zeal« and deem the men in fport^ 
Who rail at MiniHers, and curfe a Court. 
Thee, haughty as thou art, and proud in rime. 
Shall fome preferment, offer 'd at a time 
When Virtue fleeps, fome facrifice to pride. 
Or fome fair vidtim, move to change thy ilde. 
Thee fhall thefe eyes behold, to health reflorM, 
Ufing, as Prudence bids, bold Satire's fword. 
Galling thy prefent friends, and praiiing thofe. 
Whom now thy frenzy holds thy greateft foes. 

C, May I (can worfe difgrace on manhood fall ?) 
Be born a Whitehead, and baptiz'd a Paul ; 
May 1 (tho' to his fervice deeply tied 
By facred oaths, and now by will allied) 
Widi falfe feign'd zeal an injur'd God defend. 
And ufe his name for fome bafe private end ; 
May I (that thought bids double horrors roll 
O'er my fick fpirits, and unmans my foul) 
Ruin the virtue which I held moft dear. 
And ftill muft hold ; may I, thro' abjedl feari 
Betray my friend ; may to fucceeding times, 
Engrav'd on plates^ of adamant, my crimes 
Stand blazing forth, whilltmark'd with envious blot. 
Each little ad of virtue is forgot ; 
Of all thofe evils which, to ftamp men curs'd. 
Hell keeps in ftore for vengeance, may the worft 
Light on my head, and in my day of woe. 
To make the cup of bitternefs o'erflow. 
May I be fcorn'd by ev'ry man of worth. 

Wander, like Cain, a vagabond on earth, 

T 3 Bearing 
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, Bearing about a. hell in my own mind, 

« Or be to Scotland for my life confin'd, 

. If I am one among the many known. 
Whom Shelbume fled, and Calcraft bluih'd to own. 
L. Do you reflect what men you make your foes ? 
C I do, and that's the reafon t oppofe. 

i. Friends I have made, whom Envy muft commend, 

, But not one foe, whom I would wiih a friend. 
What if ten thoufand Butes and Hollands bawl, 

I One Wilkes. hath made a large amends for all. 

•Ti« not the title, whether handed down 
. From age to age, or flowing from the crown 
. In copious .{beams on recent men, who came 
.From ilems unknown, and fires without a name ; 
'Tis not thenar 9 which our great Edward gave 
To mark the virtuous, and reward the brave, 
.Blazing without, whilft a bafe heart within 
Is rotten to the core with filth and fin ; 
*Tis not the tinfel granvleur, taught to wait, 
.At cuftom's call, to mark a fool of ftate 
From fools of lefi*er note, that foul can awe 
*\Whofe pride, is Reafon, whofe defence is X^aw. 

L, Suppofe (a thing fcarce poffible in art. 
Were it thy cue to play a common part;) 
..Suppofe thy writings fo welLfenc'd inlaw. 
That Norton * i:annot iind, nor make a flaw, 
,Haft thou not heard, that 'mongft our ancient tribes, 
^y party warpt, or lull*d afleep by bribes, 

* Sir Fletcher Norton, Altcrney-Gcneral. 

Or 
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Or trembling at the ruiEan hsayd of Force, 

Law hath fufpended floodj or chang'd its courfe ? 

Art thou aifor'd, that, for deflru^on ripe. 

Thou may'ft not fmart beneath the felf-fame gripe ? 

What fan^on haft thou, frantic in thy rimes. 

Thy life, thy freedom to fecure ? 

C* The times* 
*Tis not on law, a fyftem great and good. 
By wifdom penn'd, and bought by nobl^ft bloodi 
My faith relies : by wicked men and v^. 
Law, once abus'd, may be abus'd again. — 
No, on our great Law-giver I depend. 
Who knows and guides her to her proper end j 
Whofe royalty of nature blazes out 
So fierce, 'twere fin to entertain a doubt- 
Did tyrant Stuarts now the laws difpenfe, 
(fileft be the hour and hand which fent them hence) 
For fomething, or for nothing, for a word. 
Or thought, I might be doom'd to deaths unheard^ 
Life we might all refign to lawlefs pow'r. 
Nor think it worth the purchafe of an hour ; 
But Envy ne'er (hall fix ib foul a (lain 
On the fair annals of a Brunfwick's reign^ 
If, flave to party, to revenge, or pride^ 
\i, by frail human error drawn afide, 
1 break the Law, ftri^ rigour let her wear j 
'Tis her's to punifh, and 'tis mine to bear ; 
Nor by the voice of Jufttce doom*d to deathy 
Would I afk mercy with my lateft breath, 

T 4 But, 
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^ut, axoious only for iny Country's good. 
In .which my King's, 0/ cour/e, is underftood ; 
Form'd on a plan with fome few patriot friends, 
Whilft by juft means I aim at nobleft ends. 
My fpirits cannot ilnkj tho' from the tomb 
Stem Jeffries (hould be plac'd in Mansfield's room^ 
Tho' he fhould bring, his bafe defigns to aid. 
Some i>lacA jittorney, for his purpofe made. 
And fhove, whilft Dejcency and Law. retreat. 
The modeft Norton from his maiden feat ; 
Tho' both, in ill confederates, fhould agree, 
Jn damned league, to torture law and me, 
Whilft George is King, I cannot fear endure; 
Not to be guilty, is to be fecure. 

But when, in after- times, (be far remov'd 
That day) our monarch, glorious and belov'd* 
.Sleeps with his fathers, fhould imperious Fate, 
In vengeance, with frefh Stuarts curfeourftate; 
Should they, o'erleaping ev'ry fence of law. 
Butcher the brave to keep tame fools in awe ; 
^Should they, by .brutal and oppreffive force. 
Divert fweet Juftice from her even courfes 
-Should they, of ev'ry other means berefti 
Make my right-hand a witnefs 'gainfl my left ; 
Should they, abroad by Inquifitions taught, 
Search out my foul, and damn me for a thought ; 
-Still would I keep my courfe, ftill fpeak, ftill write, 
»Till death had plung*d me in the fliades of night. 
. Thou God of Truthy thou great, all-fearching eye, 
'To whom our thoughts^ our fpirits open lie. 

Grant 
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•tyrant me thy ftrength, and in that needful hour, 
-.(Should it e'er come) when Law fabmits to Pow'r, 
With firm refolve my fteady bofom Heel, 
Bravely to fufFer, tho' I deeply feel. 

Let me, as hitherto, ftill draw my breath. 
In love with life, bujc not in fear of death ; 
And, if Oppreflion brings me to the grave. 
And marks me dead, fhe ne'er fhall mark a flave* 
Let no unworthy marks of .grief be heard. 
No wild laments, not one unfeemly word ; 
Let fober triumphs wait upon my bier, 
I won't forgive that friend who drops one tear* 
Whether he's ravilh'd in life's early morn. 
Or, in old age, drops like an ear of corn, 
"Full ripe he falls, on Nature's nobleft plan. 
Who lives to Reafon, and who dies a Man* 



.£ND OF THE CONFERENCE. 
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ACCURSED the man, whom Fate ordsnps in fptte. 
And cruel parents teach, to Read and Write I 
What need of letters ? Wherefore fliould we fpell? 
Why write our names ? A mark will do as well* 

Much are the precious hours of youth mif-fpent. 
In climbing Learning's rugged fteep afcent ; 
When to the top the bold advent'rer's got. 
He reigns, vain monarch, o*er a barren fpot, 
Whilft in the <vale of Ignorance below. 
Folly and Vice to rank luxuriance grow ; 
Honours and wealth pour in on ev'ry fide. 
And proud Preferment rolls her golden tide. 

O'er crabbed authors life's gay prime to wade. 
To cramp wild genius in the chains of tafte. 
To bear the flavifti drudgery of fchools. 
And tamely ftoop to tv^ry pedant's rules. 
For feven long years debarr'd of liberal eafe. 
To plod in college trammels to degrees^ 
Beneath the weight of folemn toys to groan, 
Sleep over books, and leave mankind unknown ; 
To praife each fenior blockhead's thread-bare tale. 
And laugh till reafon blaih> and fpirits fail, 

Manhoo(i 
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Manhood with vile fubmiflion to difgrace. 
And cap the fooU whofe merit is his place ; 
Vice-Chancellorsy whofe knowledge is but fmall. 
And Chancellors, who nothing know at all : 
lU-brook'd the gen*rous fpirit in thofe days 
When learning was the certain road to praife. 
When nobles, with a love of fcience blefs'd, 
Approv'd in others what themfelves pofTefs'd. 

But ««*«;, when Dullnefs rears aloft her throne. 
When Lordly vaflals her wide empire own. 
When Wit, feduc'd by Envy, ftarts afide. 
And bafely leagues with Ignorance and Pride, 
What ntyw fhould tempt us, by falfe hopes mifled. 
Learning's unfafhionable paths to tread ; 
To bear thofe labours, which our fathers bore. 
That crown with-held, which they in triumph wore ? 

When with much pains this boafled learning's got> 
•Tis an affront to thofe who have it not. 
In fome it caufes hate, in others fear, 
Inftrufts our foes to rail, our friends to fneer. 
With prudent hafte the worldly-minded fool 
.Forgets the little which he learn'd at fchool ; 
The elder brother, to vaft fortunes born. 
Looks on all fcience with an eye of fcorn ; 
Dependent brethren the fame features wear. 
And younger fons arc ilupld as the heir. 
In Senates, at the Bar, in Church and State, 
•^Genius is vile, and Learning out of date. 

Is thi$--0 death to think ! is this the land 
Where Merit and Reward went hand in hand^ 

Where 
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Where heroes, parent-Uke, the Poet viewM, 

By whom they faw their glorious deeds renew 'd ; 

Where Poets, true to honour, tun'd their lays. 

And by their patrons fandify'd their praife ? 

Is this the land, where, on our Spcnfer's tongue. 

Enamour 'd of his voice, defcription hung ; 

Where Jonfon rigid gravity beguilM, 

Whilft Reafon thro' her critic fences fmil'd ; 

Where Nature lift'ning flood, whilft Shakefpeare play'd. 

And wonder 'd at the work herfelf had made ? 

Is this the land, where, mindful of her charge 

And office high, fair Freedom walk'd at large ; 

Where, finding in our laws a fure defence. 

She mock'd at all reftraints, but thofe of fenfe ; 

Where Health and Honour trooping by her fide. 

She fpread her facred empire far and wide ; 

Pointed the way Affliftion to beguile. 

And bade the face of Sorrow wear a fmile ; 

Bade thofe, who dare obey the gen'rous call. 

Enjoy her bleffings, which God meant for all ? 

Is this the land, where in fome tyrant's reign. 

When a ^weak, ijuichd, minifterial train. 

The tools of pow'r, the flaves of int'reft, plann'd 

Their Country's ruin, and with bribes unman'd 

Thofe wretches, who, ordain'd in Freedom's caufe, 

Gave up their liberties, and fold our laws ; 

When Pow'r was taught by Meannefs where to go. 

Nor dar'd to love the virtue of a foe ; 

When, like a lep'rous plague, from the foul head 

To the foul heart her fores Corruption fpread. 

Her 
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Her iron arm when ftern Oppreffion rear'd. 

And Virtue, from her broad bafe fhaken, fear'd 

The fcourge of Vice ; when, impotent and vain. 

Poor Freedom bow'd the neck to Slavery's chain ; 

Is this the land, where in thofe worft of times. 

The hardy Poet rais'd his honell rimes 

To dread rebuke, and bade controulment fpeak 

In guUty blufbes on the villain's cheek. 

Bade pow'r turn pale, kept mighty rogues in awe. 

And made them fear the Mufe, who fear'd not Law ? 

How do I laugh, when men of narrow fouls. 
Whom folly guides, and prejudice controuls ; 
Who, one dull drowfy track of bufinefs trod, 
Worfhip their Mammon, and negledl their God ; 
Who, breathing by one mufty fet of rules. 
Dote from the birth, and are by fyllem fools ; 
Who, form'd to dullnefs from their very youth,. 
Lies of the day prefer to Gofpel truth. 
Pick up their little knowledge from Reviews, 
And lay out all their flock of faith in news : 
How do I laugh, when creatures, form'd like thefe. 
Whom Reafon fcorns, and I Ihould blufh to pleafe. 
Rail at all lib'ral arts, deem verfe a crime. 
And hold not truth as truth, if told in rime ? 

How do I laugh, when Publius, hoary groan 
In zeal for Scotland's welfare, and his own. 
By flow degrees, and courfe of office, drawn 
In mood and figure at the helm to yawn. 
Too mean (the word of curfes Heaven can fend) 
To have a foe, too proud to have a friend. 

Erring 
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Erring by form, which blockheads faercd hold. 
Ne'er making new faults, and ne'er mending old. 
Rebukes my fpirit, bids the daring Mufe 
Subjeds more ^qual to her weaknefs chufe ; 
Bids her frequent the haunts of humble fwains. 
Nor dare to traffick in ambitious ftrains ; 
Bids her, indulging the poetic whim 
In quaint-wrought Ode, or Sonnet pertly trim. 
Along the church-way path complain with Gray, 
Or dance with Mafon on the firfl of May ? 
*' All facred is the name and pow'r of. Kings, 
** All Sutes and Statefmen are thofe mighty things 
** Which, howfoe'er they out of courfe may roll, 
** Were never made for Poets to controul." 

Peace, peace, thou dotard, nor thus vilely deem 
Of facred numbers, and their pow'r blafpheme : 
I tell thee, wretch, fearch all creation round. 
In earth, in heav'n, no fubjcft can be found 
(Our God alone except) above whofe weight 
The Poet cannot rife, and hold his Hate. 
The blefled Saints above in numbers fpeak 
The praife of God, tho* there all praife is weak ; 
In numbers here below the Bard (hall teach 
Virtue to foar beyond the villain's reach ; 
Shall tear his lab'ring lungs, drain his hoarfe thfoat. 
And raife his voice beyond the trumpet's note. 
Should an afflided Country, avv'd by men 
Of flavilh principles, demand his pen. 
This is a great, a glorious point of view. 
Fit for an Englifh Poet to purfue> 

Undaunted 
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Undaunted to purfiie^ tho', in return. 

His wridng3 by the common hangman burn. 

How do I laugh, when men* by fortune plac'd 
Above their betters, and by rank difgrac'd. 
Who found their pride on titles which they dain. 
And, mean themfelves, are of their fathers vain ; 
Who would a bill of privilege prefer. 
And treat a Poet like a creditor. 
The gen'rous ardor of the Mufe condemn. 
And curfe the dorm they know mull break on them. 
** What, fliall a reptile Bard, a wretch unknown, 
** Without one badge of merit, but his own, 
'* Great Nobles lafh, and Lords, like common men, 
** Smart from the vengeance of afcribbler's pen ?" 

What's in this name of Lord, that I fhould h^r 
To bring their vices to the public ear ? 
Flows not the honeft blood of humble fwains 
Quick as the tide which fwells a monarch's veins ? 
Monarchs, who wealth and titles can bellow. 
Cannot make virtues in fucceilion flow. 
Would'ft thou, proud man, be fafely plac'd above 
The cenfure of the Mufe, deferve her love. 
Ad as thy birth demands, as nobles ought ; 
Look back, and by thy worthy father taught. 
Who earned thofe honours, thou wert born to wear. 
Follow his ileps, and be his Virtues' heir. 
But if, regardlefs of the road to fame. 
You ftart aiide, and tread the paths of (hame ; 
If fuch thy life, that fliould thy fire arife. 
The fight of fuch a fon would blafi his eyes. 

Would 
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Would make hbi curie dtehqat UrUt^liftiMb^I^t&w 

Would drive him, (k|idd'j(in£9 fmm i(lia ^nee ^ eirtk 

Once morot ^vkh Oiame- and fovvoWf 'i|i(Hig(l^|h^fdead 

In endlefs night to hide im f^M'r^nifbmiil. .. 

If fuch thy life, tho' Kings h«d i^^e> ttet^WQiti'. 

Than ever Kisg a fcoundvel iia4« before^ i 

Nay, to allow thy pride ft deeper fpringb 

Tho' God in vengeance had made thee a Kiiig»^ • 

Takbg on Virtue's wing her daring Hight, 

The Mufe fhould drag thee trembling to the lightji. 

Probe thy foul wounds^ and lay thy bofom bare 

To the keen queftion of the fearching air. 

Gods ! with what pride 1 fee the titled ilave. 
Who fmarts beneath the ftroke which Satire gare^ 
Aiming at eafe, and with diihonelt art, , . 

Striving to hide the feelings of his heart ! 
How do I laugh, when with alFedled air,. 
(Scarce able thro' defpite to keep his ehair> 
Whilft on his trembling lip pale anger fpeaks. 
And the chaf 'd blood flies mounting to his cheeks) 
He talks of confcience, which good men fecures . 
From all thofe evil moments guilt endures. 
And feems to laugh at thofe, who pay regard 
To the wild ravings of a frantic bard. 
•^ Satire, whilft envy and ill-humour fway 
*^ The mind of man, muft always make her way ;• 
** Nor to a bofom, with difcretion fraught, 
" Is all her malice worth a fingle thought. 
*' The Wife have not the will, nor Fools the pow'r 
" To Hop her headilrong courfe ; witliia the hour,. 

" Left 
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•* Left to lierf«lf, ikd iks ; oppofisg fhife' 

^ Giyts her frefii tigoitr> and prolongs her life* 

** All things her prey, and ev'rjr man her aiA, 

** I can no patent for exempiion daiai, 

** Nor would I wiih to Ibp that harixdefs dart 

'^ Which pkys around, burcannot wound Aiy heart;. 

'< Tho' pointed at diyfelf, be Satiie froe^ 

** To her *tis plcafure, and no pain to nste^" 

DiiTembling wrecch! hence to the Stoic fchod. 
And there amongft thy brethren^ play the fool ; 
There, nnrebuk'd, thefe wild, vain dodrines preach ;; 
Lives there a man, whom Satire cancot reach ? 
Lives there a man, who calmly can (land.by. 
And fee hi^ confcience ripp'd withileady eye I. 
When Satire flies abroad on Falihood's wing, . 
Short is her. life,, and impotent her iHng ; 
But, when tp Truth.allied, the wound (he gives > 
Sinks deep, and to remotefl ages lives. 
When in the tomb thy pamper'd flefh fhall rot,. 
And e'en by friends thy mem'ry be forgot. 
Still ihalt thou live, recorded for thy crimes,. 
Live in her page,, and itink to aftert-times. 

Haft thou no feeling yet ? Come throw off pride,. 
And own thofe paflions which thou ihalt not hide. 
S , who from the moment. of « his birth,, 

Made human nature areproach on earth ;. 
Who never dar'd, nor wifh'd behind to ftay. 
When Folly, Vice, and Meannefs led the way. 
Would blufli, ihould he be told, by Truth and Why 
Thofe aflions which he Uuih'd not to commit ; 

Vol. LXVL U Men. 
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Men the raaft infiuoeufi are fond of £utte» 

And thofe wha Icar^oQt gutlt, yet fiart at lhame. 

But wlutber runs my ^ea], whofie rapid force. 
Turning the brain, bears Reafon from her courfe ; 
Carries me back to times, when Poets, blefs'd 
With courage, grac'd the fcience they profefs'd ; 
When they, in honour rooted, Brmly flood 
The bad to punifh, and reward the good ; 
When, to a flame by public Virtue wrought. 
The foes of Freedom they to juftice brought, 
And dar'd expofe thofe flaves who dar*d fupport 
A tyrant plan, and call'd themfelves a Court ? 
Ah ! what are Poets now ? As flaviih thofe 
Who deal in verfe, as thofe who deal in pi:ofe. 
Is there an Author, fearch the kingdom round. 
In whom true wortsh and real fpirit's found ? 
The flaves of bookfellers, or (doom'd by Fate 
To bafer chains) vile penfioners of State ; 
Some, dead to fliame, and of thofe fliackles proud 
Which Honour fcorns, for flav'ry roar aloud j 
Others half-palfted only, mutes become. 
And what makes Smollet write, makes Johnfon dumb. 

Why turns yon villain pale ? Why bends his eye 
Inward, abalh'd, when Murphy pafles by ? 
Doft thou fage Murphy for a blockhead take. 
Who wages war with Vice for Virtue's fake ? 
No, no— like other 'worlMings, you will find 
He (hifts his fails, and catches evVy wind. 
His foul the ftiock of int'reft can't endure : 
Give him a penfion then^ and fin fecure. 

With 
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With UoreH'd wreaths tint flatt'rer'B brows adorn. 
Bid "Virtue crouch, bid Vice exa]t her horn. 
Bid Cowards thrive, pot Honeity to flight. 
Murphy fhall prove, or try to prove it right. 
Try, thou State- Juggler, ev'iy paltry art, 
Ranfack the inmoft clofet of my heart. 
Swear thou'rt my Mend ; by that bafe oath make way 
Into my breajl, and flatter to betray : 
Or, if- thofe tricks are vairi, if wholefome doubt 
Detedb the fraud, and points the villain out. 
Bribe thofe who daily at my board are fed. 
And make them uke my life who eat my bread ; . 
Ow authors for defence, for praife depend ; 
Pay him but well, . and Murphy is thy friend* - 
He, he (hall ready ftand with venal rimes, , 
To varnifh guilt, and confecrate thy crimes ; . 
To make Corruption in falfe colours fhine. 
And damn 'his own good name, to refcue thine. • 

Bet if thy niggard hands their gifts with-hoW, 
And Vice no longer rains down fhow'rs of gold, 
Exped no. mercy ; fafts, well grounded, teach. 
Murphy, if not rewarded, will impeach. 
What tho* each man of nice and jufter thought. 
Shunning his fleps, decrees, by Honour taught. 
He ne'er can be a friend, who ftoops fo low . 
To be the bafe betrayer of a foe ; 
What tho', with thine together link'd, his name 
Mufl be with thine tranfmitted down to fhame, , 
To ev'ry manly feeling callous grown,' 
Rather than not bM thine, he'll blail his own;- 
C - U 2 To . 
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To ope thie fboMilft wbnotitiHtiw I 
To ilandoy GMsnaKiit* and MbelKkigty 
With Freedofli'i name tmiene a pfdient k«Hic# 
Tho' bom and bied to arfainaiy ffim't. 
To talk of Wilfiam wiskinfidiDiia a«v 
Whilft a vile ScMft's lorUog m ]|» betit^ 
And, wUIft ntM Envy raais bar loatUb«M(headji 
Flattering dw Iwuig, to abafe tho drady 
Where is Sbebbeare > O, let notfevlreproocbj. 
TravelHng thither in a Ciiy ooach> 
The pill'ry dare to name ; the whole intent 
Of that parade vas Fame, not Ppniflunenv 
And that old fbumdi Whig Beardmore ftan£ng by 
Can in full Court give that report the lye. 

With rude nnnat'ral jargon to (bpport. 
Half Scotcif, half Englijbf a decHmng Court ; 
To make moft glaring conu-aries unite. 
And prove, beyond difpate, that black t& white i. 
To make firm Honour tamely league with Sbamib 
Make Vice and Virtue differ but in name ; 
To prove that Chains and Freedom are but one. 
That to be fav'd muft mean to be undone, 
h there npt Guthrie ? Who, like him, can call 
All oppoiites to proof, and conquer all ? 
He calls forth living waters from the rock ; 
He calls forth children from the barr^ flock; 
He, far beyond the fprings of Nature led. 
Makes women bring forth after they are dead:^ 
He, on a curious, new, and happy plan. 
In <w9dl9ck^% facred bands joins man to man; 

Aod, 
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And, to%0fBflete titetiiliele* oofi: ftnmgdi l>mt tnie> 
By Tome rave iBftgic, mMces tfaem 'frBitftd too> * 
Whilft from tkek laktB, in the due ceurie 6f years, . 
Flows Che rich U»od of GvAhnt'sSmglf^ Peers. 

Doft ibaa contnTe fome blacks deedt>f fiiiane« 
•Something which Nature ihodders hot to name* 
Something whkh makes the fottl of man retceai. 
And the life-blood roti b^kward te her feat*^ 
Doft thoa coBtmt for ^me bafe privaite eai, 
-Some felfifh view, to hang a trdting frie&d^ ' 
To lore iiim on, e'^en to his paitbg breath» 
And pramile life, to work him hver deadi^ 
OrowBold in villainy, and dead tof^ce^ • 
Hell in his heart, and Tyburn in his lace 4 
£ehold» a Pasfon at t^ elbow ftands> 
liow'ring damnation, and with otpen hands 
Ripe to betray his Saviour for reward; 
The Atheift Chaplain of an AtkciA Lord* 

Bred to the Church, and for ^e gown decreed. 
Ere it wasicnown that I ihodd learn to r^ad ; 
Tho' that was nothing, for my friends, who knew 
What mighty Dulkefs ^f itielf could do, . . 
Never deiign'd me for a working Prieft, . 
But hop'd, I fliould have been a Dean at lead ; 
Condeam'd (like many more, and worthier men, . 
To whom I pledge the fervice of my pen). 
Condemned (whilft proud and pamper'd Tons of lawn, 
Cramm'd to the throat, in lazy plcn^ yawn) 
In pomp of rtv*rend higgary to appear, . 
To pray, and^fiarve on forty poinds a year ; 
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My friends, -who nerer felt the galfiog load^ 
Lament that I forfook the packhorfe road, 
Whilil Virtue to my condudl witnefs bears 
In throwing ofF that gown, which Francis weass. 

What creature's that, fo very pert and prim; 
So very full of. foppery, and whim ; 
So gentle, yet fo hnik ; fo wond^roiis . fweet, 
. So fit to prattle at a lady's feet. 
Who looks, as he the Lord's rich vineyard trod. 
And by his garb apj)ears a man of God f 
Truft not to looks, nor credit outward fhow; 
The villain lurks beneath the cq//o£k'd hezxi ; 
That's an informer; what avails the name ? 
Suffice it that the wretch from. Sodom came. 

His tongue is deadly — from his prefence rma, 
Unlefs thy rage would wi(h' to be undone. 
No ties can holdJiim, no affedion bind. 
And fear alone rellrains his coward mind; 
. Free, him from thkt, no monger is fo fell, 
, Nor is fo fure a blood-hound found in hcU. 
His.£lken fmiles, his hypocritic air. 
His meek demeanour, plaufible and fair. 
Are only worn to pave Fraud's eafier way. 
And make guird Virtue fall a furer prey. 
Attend his church— his plan of dodrine view— 
The Preacher is a Chrillian, dull, but true ; 
But when the hallow'd hour of preaching's o'er. 
That plan of dodrine's never thought of more.; 
• Chrift is laid by negleded on the Ihelf, 
.And the vile Priefl is Gofpel to.himfelf.. 

3y 
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By Clelaiid tutor'd, and with Bhtcow bred» 
(Blacow^ whGm by a brave idbnttneat led, 
Oxford^ if Oxford had not funk in fasBe» . 
Ere this> had damn'd to everlaftiiig. fliame} 
Their Heps he foUows> and their crimes parses, 
Ta Virtue loft, to Vice alone he wakes, 
Moft lufcioofly declaims 'gainft lufcious themes 9 
And, whilft he rails at bjafphemy, blafphemes. 

Are thefe the arts, which policy fupplies ? 
Are thefe the fteps, by which grave Churchmen rife I 
Forbid it, Heav'n ; or, fhould it turn out fo. 
Let me and mine continue mean and low. 
Such be their arts, whom intereft controols ; 
Kidgell and I have free and honeft fouls. 
We.fcom preferment which is gain'd by fin. 
And will, tho' poor without, have peace within. 



END OF THE AUTHOR* 
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BOOK I. 

THE (flock ftrock twelve* o'er half thfe globe 
Darknefs had fpread her picchy robe^ 
.Morpheus, his feet with velvet fhod> 
Treading as if in fear he trody 
Gentle as dews at even-aide, 
DiiHU'd his poppies far. and wide. 

Ambition, who, when waking, dreams 
Of mighty, bat phantaftic, fchemes, 
WJ^o, when aileep, ne'er knows that reft 
With which the humbler foul is blcft. 
Was building caftles in the air. 
Goodly to look upon and fair. 
But, on a bad foundation laid, 
Doom'd at return of morn to fade. 

Pale Study, by the taper's light, 

Wearing away the watch of night. 

Sat 
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/Sat reading ; but* with oVrdiarg'd bead* 
. Remember 'd notlaag that lie fead. 

Starving 'midA plenty* witih a face 
Which might the Court of Pamuiegraoe* 
nagged* and £kfa^ €0 MioUU 
Qrey Av'rice nodded oW his gold. 

Jealoufy, his quick eye half-<clos'd« 
With watchittgs ^am, rdufibant doz*d» 
And mean diflruft not ipiice forgot* 
Slumber'd as if he (IttiftberM not, 

Stretch'd at his length on tb^ bare gfound. 
His hardy oiI«pring fleepiqg ixnmd, 
Snor'd nfilefs Laboor ; by his fide 
Lay Health, a coarfe, but comdy bride* 

Virtue, without the doGor's aid, 
Jn the foft arms of fleep was laid, 
Whilll Vice, within the guilty breaft, 
Could not be phyfick'd into reft. 

Thou bloody ManJ whofe ruffian kiufc 
1^ drawn againft thy neighbour's life. 
And never fcmple* to ddcend 
Into the bofom of a friend, 
A firm, fall friend, by vice alKed, 
And to xYij/ecret fervice tied. 
In whom ten murden breed no awe. 
If properly fecur'd from law. 
Thou Man of Luft ! whom pafSon fires 
To foulefl deeds, whofe hot deftres 
•O'er honefl bars with eafe make way, 
Whilft idgot beauty faUs a prey. 

And 
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And to indulge thy bnital ilaine« 

A Lttcrece muft be brought co ihame ) 

Who dofl, a brave^ bold iinner» bear 

Rank inceft to the open air. 

And rapes, full blown upon thy crown* 

Enough to weigh a nation down. 

TbouJimuUr of Lufi ! vain man, 

Whofe reftlefs thoughts ftiH form the plan 

Of guilt, which wither'd to the root. 

Thy lifelefs nerves can't execute, 

Whilfl in thy marrowlefs j dry bones, 

De^e without enjoyment groans. 

Thou perjured Wretch ! whom falihood cloaths 

E'en like a garment ; who with oaths 

Doft trifle, as with brokers, meant 

To ferve thy ev'ry vile intent. 

In the day's broad and fearching eye 

Making God witnefs to a lye, 

Blafpheming Heav'n and earth for pelf. 

And hanging yr/Vff^j to fave thyfelf. 

Thou /on of Chance / whofe glorious foul 

On the four aces doom'd to roll. 

Was never yet with Honour caught. 

Nor on poor Virtue loH one thought ; 

Who doft thy tvife^ thy children fet. 

Thy all, upon a fmgle bet, 

Rifquing, the defp'rate flake to try* 

Here and hereafter on a die ; 

Who, thy own private fortune loft* 

JDoil game on at thy country's coft* 

And, 
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Pirft fool'd thyfejf, noiv,prcy'ft.<w;f©ol«* 
^i&0if ff0^/f G/i;»^^,iwhQf6ii^h place. » 

Gives too much crdhlit to difgrace^ 
Who, with the iitfrtian pf a db^ 
JDoft make a mighty ifiaiid.fly» 
The fums, I mean, of good JFr^rifr gold 
sFor which a mighty ifland foldi 
Who doft Setray iniiUigencM, 
Abufe the d^areft cwifidtace^ 
And, private fortune to create, 
Moft falfely play the game of Sute.; 
Who doft within the All^ fpcMrt 
Sums, which might beggar a whple Courts 
And, make us bankrupts all, if Care, 
With good Earl Talbot, <was not there. 
7hou daring Infidel i whom pride 
And fm have drawn from Reason's £,de>j 
Who, fearing his avenge&l rod, 
Doft wifh not to believe a God ; 
Whofe hope is founded on. a plan. 
Which fliould diftradt the foul of man. 
And mak^ him curfe his abje^ birth ; 
Whofe hope is, once return'd to earth. 
There to lie down, for worms a feaft. 
To rot and periih, like, a beaft-; 
Who doft, of puniftiment afraid. 
And by thy crimes a coward made. 
To ev'ry gen'rous foul a curfe. 
Than Hell and all her torments worfe* 

When 
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Wben crawlmg toi 
Callon4ietoiaioB nMSAmd, 
Chofingto cminMeJKlo 4kA 
Rather don riTe, tiM^ «iie jjfOT I 
7%M Hjiferket who^doft | 
And take tke patriot's naaek «dn« 
Then moft thy Oamtrf^^kft, wtei wA 
Of love and lojralqr yoa^MMit | 
Who for the filtl|7 loveK)f gild. 
Thy fri^ thy Kiiig, thj God teft fiddi 
And« mocking the joft cUdmof Hdly 
Were bidders found, diyletf ^vooktt idL 
TV Villains ! of whatever nuiie^ 
Whatever «wik» to wfaoiii di^ ckdm 
Of Hell iscertain, en whofe lids 
That worm* which nen^er dies, fbtlnds 
Sweet fleep to iall» cmm and Mo//« 
Whilfl envy makes your blood ran c6}d» 
Beheld, by picilefs Confcience led, 
£o Juftice wills, that holy bed. 
Where Peace her fall dominion keeps. 
And Innocence widi Holland ile^s. 
Bid Terror, poiting on<the wind. 
Affray the fpirits of mankind. 
Bid earthquakes heaving fsr a vent> 
Rive their concealing continent. 
And, forcing an untimely birth 
Thro* the vaft bowels of the earA, 
Endeavour in her monftrous womb 
At once all Natve 10 entomb; 



Bid 



d by Google 



BU aff diat's ]ttn9bk LMi ffa«^ 

All^t man bailee and .tei^ «OB^inr 

'fo make niglit UdMua^ «i theje caa» 

SdU IS thy fleep, il^amafMwi aMo», 

Pure 88 the;thoaghiii, wUkht 14 ikg bveaft 

Inhabit, and intai^ik^ left j> 

Stm ihall t^ AyM, U^i^t, tho^ tate^ 

Tby friendly jnffice in his fate^ 

Turned to a gifardian mgA, fproad 

Sweet dfeams^ of cojnfgrft round tky headr ' 

Dark was the njight»^ by Fate decaeed 
For the contrivance of a deed 
More black than Gomflion» which, nughl make 
This land from her finind^ons fliake. 
Might tear up Freedom fr«m the root» 
De&oy a Wilkesi,. and fix a Bater 

Deep Horror held bee wide domain^ 
The iky in fullen drops of raiii 
Forewept the morn» and thH>' the air, 
WUcb» opening, laid its bofiN»bare» 
Lond thunders roU'd, andlighming b^cMi'd; 
The owl at Freedom's window fcream'dv 
The fcreeeh-owl> prophet dire, whofe breads 
Brings ficknefs, and whofe note is deaths 
The church-yard teem'd, and from the tomb^ 
All fad and filent, thro' the gloom. 
The ghofts of men, in former times 
Whofe public virtues were their crimes. 
Indignant ftalk'd ; forrow and rage 
Blank'd their pale cheek; ia iiis own age 

The 
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The prop of Freedom, Hampden dkere 
Felt after death the gen'rous care % 
Sidney by grief from Heav'n was kept^ 
And for his brother patriot wept: • 
All friends ef Liberty, when Fate 
Prepared to (horten Wilkes's date, 
Heav'd, deeply hurt, the heart-felt groan. 
And knew that wound to be their own. 

Hail, Liberty! a glorious word. 
In other countries fcarcely heard. 
Or heard but as a thing of courfe. 
Without or energy or force ; 
Hen fek, enjoy'd, ador'd ihe fprings. 
Far, far beyond the reach of kings, 
Fre(h blooming from our mother earth : 
With pride and joy ihe owns her birth 
Deriv'd from us, and in return 
Bids in our breads her genius burn; 
Bids us with all thofe bleilings live 
Which Liberty alone can give. 
Or nobly with that fpirit die. 
Which makes death more than victory. 

Hail thofe old patriots, on whofe tongue 
' Perfuaiion in the Senate hung, 
Whilft they the facred caufe maintainM ! 
Hail thofe old chiefs, to honour tf ain'd. 
Who fpread, when other methods fail'd. 
War's bloody banner, and prevailed ! 
Shall men like thefe unmention'd fleep 
Promifcuous with the common heap, . 
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And (gratitude forbid the crime) 
Be carried down the fiream of time 
In ihoals, unnotic'd and forgot. 
On Lethe's ftream, -like flags, to rot ? 
No — they ihall live, and each fair name^ 
Recorded in the book of Fame, 
Founded on Honour's baiis, fail 
As the round earth to ages lail. 
Some virtues vanifh mth our breath. 
Virtue like this lives after death- 
Old Time himfelf, his fcythe thrown by, 
Himfelf loft in eternity. 
An everlafting cf own ihall twine 
To make a Wilkes and Sidney join. 

But fhould fome flave-got villain dare 
Chains for his Country to prepare. 
And, by his birth to flav'ry broke. 
Make her to feel the galling yoke. 
May he be evermore accurs'd, 
Amongft bad men be ranked the worfi ; 
May he be flill himfelf, and ftill 
Go on in vice, and perfed ill ; 
May his broad crimes each day increafe, 
'Till he can't live, nor die in peace ; 
May he be plung'd fo deep in ihame 
That Satan mayn't endure his name, . . 
And hear, fcarce crawling on the earth. 
His children curfe him for their birth j 
M^ Liberty, beyond the grave. 
Ordain him to be fiill a ilave. 

Grant 
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Grant him what hen he «ioA leqwrvH 
And damn him wkh his own- Ae^rtsl 
Bfat (hoold fome villain, in fbppoic 
And seal for a defpairing Court, 
Placing in craft Ihs confidence. 
And making honour a pretence 
To do a deed of deepeft ihame, 
Whilft filthy lucre Ts his aim ; 
Should fuch a wretch, with fword or knifi?,. 
Contrive to pra^tife 'gainft the life 
Of one, who honoured thro' the knd>. 
For Freedom made a glorious ftand ; 
Whofe chief, perhaps his only cnme,. 
Is (if plain Truth* at fuch a time 
Ma^ dare her" fentiments to tell) 
That he his Country loves too well ; 
May he— but wordj^ am all too weak 
The feelings of my heart to. ijpeak>« 
May he^O for a noble curfir 
Which might hi&^ veiy marrow pierce^ 
The general contempt engage,. 
And be the Martin of his age. 
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DEEP iff^hc bofonr of a wootf, ' 
Out of the road, a Temple ftood j: 
Antient, and much the woife for wear,> 
It call'd aloud for qmck repair. 
And, tottering, from fide to Me, 
Menac'd deftrudtion far and wide. 
Nor able feem'd, unlefs made Uronger^. 
To hold out four or five years longer. n 

Four hundred pillars, from the groundl 
Rifing in order, mofi unfound. 
Some rotten to the heart aloof, 
Secm'd to fiipport the tott'ring roof,. 
But to infpedion nearer laid,- 
Inilead of giving wanted aid. 

The ftrufture, rare and curious, madb: 
By men moil famous in their trade, 
A work of yearsi admir'd by all,. 
Was fuffer'd into dUft to fall ;. 
Or, juft to make it hang together;- 
And keep off the efFedls of weather,. 
Was patch'd and patch'd from time to time 
By wretches, whom it were a crime, 

VoL.LXVL X A crime,, 
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A cnmtt which Art would treafon hold. 
To mention with thofe names of old. 

Builders, who had the pile furvey'd. 
And thofe not Fliurofis • in their trade, 
Donbted (the wife hand in a doubt 
Merely femetimes to hand her out) 
Whether (like churches in a brief, • 
Taught wfely to obtain relief 
Thro* Chancery, who gives her fees 
To this and other charities) 
It muft fiot, in all parts unfottnd. 
Be ripp'd, and pull'd down to the ground 5 
Whether (tho* after-ages ne'er 
Shall raife a building to compare) 
Art, if they (hould their art employ. 
Meant to prcferve, might not deftroy ; 
As baman bodies, worn away, 
Battcr'd and hafting to decay. 
Bidding the pow'r of Art defpair. 
Cannot thofe very medicines bear. 
Which, and yhicb only can reftore. 
And make them healthy as before. 

To Liberty, whofe gratious fmil« 
Shed peace and plenty o'er the ifle, 
Qijr grateful anceftors, her plain 
But faithful children, rais'd this fane. 

♦ Henry Tliwroft was (he archiicdt of St. Giles** in th« 
Fields, St, OUve, Ss^uthwark, *c 

Fufl 



d by Google 



^ T H Br I) U E L t 1 ST. j4f 

FuU in the Aont, ftretch'd out in length, . 
Where Nature put forth ill hex ftrength 
In fpring eternal, lay a plain. 
Where our brave fathers us'd to train 
Their fons to arms, to teach the a£rt 
Of war, and Heel the infant heart. 
Labour,, their hardy nurfc, when young. 
Their joints had knit, their nerves had ilrung ; . 
Abftinence,. foe decIarM to death. 
Had,, from the time they firft drew breath, 
Thc-beft of doftors, with plain food. 
Kept pure the channel of their blood ; 
Health in their cheeks bade colour rife, , 
And Glory fparkled in her eyes. 

The inftruments of hulbandry, . 
As in contempt, were all thrown by, , 
And, flattering a manly pride, , 
War's keener toob their place fuppll^ed , 
Their arrows to the -head they drew ; 
Swift to the point their javelins flew ; 
They grafp'd the fword,,they ftiook the fpcar;. 
Their fathers felt a pleafing fear ; 
And even- Courage, ftanding by, . 
Scarcely beheld with flieady eye. 
Each ftripling,r leflbn'd by his Are, , 
Knew when to clofe, when to retire, . 
When near at hand, when from afar 
To fight, and was himfelf a War. 

Their wives, their mothers all around, ■ 
Carelefs of order, on the ground, 

X 2- BreathU: 
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fireatb'd forth to Heav'n the pbus y&w. 
And for a fon's or hufband's bfow^ 
With eager fingers laurel wove ; 
I^aarel, which in the iacred grove^ 
Planted by Liberty, they find> 
The brows of conquerors to bind. 
To give them pride and Q)irits> ^t 
To make a world in arms fubniit* 

What raptures did the bofom fire 
Of the young, rugged, peaiant fire> 
When from the toil of mimic fight. 
Returning with return of night. 
He faw bis babe refign the breaft. 
And, fmiling, Uroke thofe arms in jefl. 
With which hereafter he ihall make 
The proudefl heart in Gallia quake i 

Gods ! with what joy, what honeft pride> 
Did each fond, wifhiiig, ruftic bride 
Behold her manly fwain return ! 
How did her love-fick bofom bam, 
Tho' on parades he was not bred. 
Nor wore the livery of red. 
When, Pleafure heightening all her charms. 
She ftrain'd her warrior in her arms. 
And begg"d, whilft love and glory fire, 
A fon, a fon juft like his fire ! 

Such were the men in fbrmcl' times. 
Ere luxury had made our crimes 
Our bitter punilhment, who bore 
Their terrors to a foreign fhore ; 
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Sacb were the men^ whp fiee from 4readt 

By Edwards and by {i^nries led^ 

Spread, like a torment fwell'd with rains* 

O'er haughty Gallia's trembling plains ; 

Such were the men, y/htn luil of pow'r* 

To work him woe,, in evil hour 

Debauched the tyrant from thoTe ways 

On which a King Aioald found his p^raiTe ; 

When Hern Opprei£on, hand in hand 

With Pride, ftalk'd proudly thro* tjic Uujd $ 

When weeping Juftice was mifled ^ 

From her fair courfe, and Mercy dead ; 

Such were the men, in virtue llrong. 

Who dar'd not fee their Country's wrong ; 

Who left the mattock, and the fpade. 

And, in the robes of war array'd. 

In their rough arm§, departing, took 

Their helplefs babes, and with a look 

Stern and determin'd, fworc to fee 

Thofe babes no more, or fee them free ; 

Such were the men whom tyrant Pride 

Could never fallen to his fide 

By threats or bribes ; who. Freemen born. 

Chains, tho' of gold, beheld with fcorn ; 

Who, free from ev'ry fervile awe. 

Could never be'divorc'd from Law, 

From that broad gen'ral Law, which Senfe 

Made for the general defence ; 

Could never yield to partial ties 

Which from dependent ftations rife ; 

X 3 Could 
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Could never be te flav'ry lcd> 
For Property was at tkdr head ; 
. Sack were the men in days of yore. 
Who, caU'd by Liberty, before 
Her Temple on the facred green. 
In martial pafUmea oft were feen*-- 
^Now feen na longer— in. their Head, 
To lazinefs and vermm bred, 
. A race who, ftrangers lo the cau^ 
<Of Freedom, live by other laws, 
. On other motives fight, a prey 
To intereft, and flaves for pay* 
Valour, how glorious, on a plan 
yOf Honour founded, leads their van ; 
Difcretion, free from taint of fear. 
Cool, but rcfolv'd> brings up their j-ear, 
Difcretion, Valour's better half; • 
Dependence. holds the General's flafF. 

In plain and homc-fpun garb array 'd. 
Not/or vain ihew, but fervice made. 
In a green flonrifhing old age. 
Not damn'd yet with an equipage. 
In rules of porterage untaught, 
.jSimplicity, not worth a groat, 
JFor years had kept the Temple* door;; 
J*'ull on his breaft a glafs he wore. 
Thro' which his bofom open lay 
To ev'ry one that pafs'd that way. 
Now turn'd adrift— with humbler facd 
iut prouder heart, his vacant place 
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Comiption &Ils> and henxB the key t 
No entrance now withoot a fee. 

With belly roand> and full fat face^ 
Which on the honfe refie£^ed grace> 
Full of good fare, and honeft glee> 
Thtjie^arii Hofpitality, 
OU Welcome finiling by his fide, 
A good old fervant> often tried. 
And faithful found, who kept in view 
His Lady's fame and int'feft too, 
Who made each heart with joy rebound^ 
Yet never run her ftate a-gronnd. 
Was turn'd off, of (which word I find 
Is more in modem ufe) r^fign^d. 

Haif-ftarv'd, half-ftarving others, bred 
In beggary, -with carrion fed, 
Detefted, and deteiling all. 
Made up of avarice and gal!> 
Boafling great thrift, yet waiting more 
Than ever fteward did before. 
Succeeded one^ who, to engage 
The praife of an exhaufled age, 
AiTum'd a name of high degree. 
And call'd himfelf Oeconomy. 

Within the Temple, full in fight. 
Where, withput ceaiing, day and night. 
The workmen toiPd^ where Labour bar'd 
His brawny arm, where Art prepar'd. 
In regular and even rows. 
Her types, z Printi/tg-fr^/s SLVOk ^ 

X 4 Each 
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Each workman knew bis taifc, and each 
Was honed and expert as Lc^ach. . 

Hence Learning (Iruck a deeper rooC« 
And Science brought forth riper fruit ; 
Hence Loyalty received fupport. 
Even when banif^'d from the Court; 
Hence Government gain'd ftrength, and hence 
Religion fought, and found defence^ 
Hence England's faired fame arofe* 
And Liberty fubdu'd her foes. 

On a low, fimple, turf-made throne 
Rais'd by Allegiance, fcarcely known 
From her attendants, glad to be 
Pattern of that equality 
She wiQi'd to all, fo far as cou'd 
Safely confifl with focial good. 
The Goddefs fat ; around her head 
A chearful radiance Glory fpread ; 
Courage, a youth of royal race, 
Lovelily ftem, -poflefs'd a place 
On her left-hand, and on her right 
£at Honour, cloath'd with robes of light j 
Before her Magna Charta lay. 
Which fome great lawyer, of his day 
The Pratt, was offic'd to explain* 
And make the bafis of her reign ; 
Peace, crown'd with olive, to her bread 
Two fmiling twin-born infants preft; 
At her feet couching. War was laid. 
And with a brindled lion play'di 
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Juflice and Mercy, hand b hand> 

Joint guardians of the happy land. 

Together held their mighty charge. 

And Truth walk'd all about at large ; 

Health for the royal troop the feaft [ 

Prepared, and Virtue was High-Prieft. 

Such was the fame our Goddefs bore. 
Her Temple fuch in days of yore. 
What changes ruthlefs Time prefents ! 
Behold her ruin'd battlements. 
Her walls decay'd, her nodding fpires, • 
Her altars broke, her dying fires. 
Her name defpis'd, her prieils deflroy'd. 
Her friends difgrac'd, her foes employ'd. 
Her/elf (by minifterial arts 
Depriv'd e'en of the People's hearts, 
Whilft they, to work her furer woe. 
Feign her to monarchy a foe) 
Exil*d by grief, felf-doom'd to dwell 
With fome poor hermit in a cell. 
Or, that retirement tedious grown. 
If Ihe walks forth, fhe walks unkno-wn, 
Hooted and pointed at with icorn. 
As one in fome ftrange country born . 

Behold a rude and rufHan race, 
A band of fpoilers, feize her place ; 
With looks, which might the heart dif-feat, 
Aud make life found a quick retreat. 
To rapine from the cradle bred, 
AJauncb, old bUod-bound at their head. 

Who, 
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Who» free from virtue and from awe* 
Knew none but the bad part of law> 
They rov'd at large; each on his breaft 
Mark'd with a grej-lnuud, flood confeft* 
Controulment waited on theirnod. 
High-wielding Perfecntion's jnod ; 
Confalion foUow'd at their heels. 
And a caft State/man held the feals, 
Thofe feals, for which he dear fhall pay. 
When awful Juftice takes her day. 

The Printers faw— they faw and fled— 
Science declining, hung her head. 
Property in defpair appear'd. 
And for herfelf deftruftion fear'd ; 
Whilil under foot the rude flaves trod 
The works of men, and word of God ; ' 
Whilft, clofe behind, on many a book. 
In which he never deigns to look. 
Which he did not, nay — could not read, 
A hoU, had man (by pow'r decreed 
For that bad end, who in the dark 
Scom'd to do mifchief ) fet his mark 
In the full day, the mark of Hell, 
And On the Gofpel ilamp'd an L, 

Liberty fled, her friends withdrew. 
Her friends, a faithful, chofen few ; 
Honour in grief threw up, and Shame, 
Cloathing herfelf with Honour's name, 
Ufurp'd his ftation ; on the throne 
Whi9h Liberty once cali'dher own. 



(Gods, 
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(Gods/ that fuch mighty ills fliould fpnng 

Under fo great, fo good a King, 

So lovM« fo loving, thro' the arts 

Of Statefmen cars'd with wicked hearts !) 

For cv*ry darker parpofe fit, 

.Behold in triumph State-Craft fit. 



END OF THE SECOND BOOK. 
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AH me ! what mighty perils wait 
The man who meddles with a State> 
Whether to ftrengthen, or oppofe ! 
Falfe are his friends^ and firm his foes. 
How mufl his foul, once ventur'd in. 
Plunge blindly on from fin to fm ! 
What toils he fuffers, what difgrace. 
To get, and then to keep a place ! 
How often, whether wrong or right, 
Muft he in jeft or earned fight, 
Rifquing for thofe both life and limb. 
Who would not rifque one groat for him ! 

Under the Temple lay a cave. 
Made by fome guilty, coward flave, 
Whofe adions fear'd rebuke, a maze 
Of intricate and winding ways. 
Not to be found without a clue ; 
One pafl"age only, known to few. 
In paths direft led to a cell. 
Where Fraud in fecret lov'd to dwell. 



With 
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With all her tools and flaves about her. 
Nor fear'd left Honcfty fhould rout her. 

In a dark comer, fhunning fight 
Of man, and fhrinking from the lights 
One dull, dim taper thro' the cell 
Glimmering, to make more horrible 
The face of darknefs, fhe prepares. 
Working unfeen, all kinds of fnarcs. 
With curious, but deftrudtive art : 
Here, thro' the eye to catch the heart, 
Qzyftars their tinfel beams afford. 
Neat artifice to trap a Lord ; 1 

There, fy for all whom Folly bred. 
Wave plumes ^i feathers for the head ; 
Garters the hag contrives to make. 
Which, as it feems, a babe might break. 
But which ambitious madmen feel 
More firm and fure than chains of fleel ; 
Which, flipp'd juft underneath the knee. 
Forbid a Freeman to be free ; 
Purfes fhe knew (did ever curie 
Travel more fure than in a purfe ?) . 
Which, by fbme ftrange and magic bands 
Enflave the foul, and tie the hands. 

Here Flatt'ry, eldefl-bom of Guile, 
Weaves with rare fkill the filken fmile. 
The courtly cringe, the fupple bow. 
The private fqueeze, the levee vow. 
With which, no fbange or recent cafe. 
Fools in deceive fools 9ut of place. 

Corruption 
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Corraption (wh6> in foroiey timely 
Thro' fear or Ihame conceal'^ her crftbes. 
And what (he did« coAtriv'd to do it 
So that the public might bo^ view it) 
Prefumptuoas grown, unit was held 
For their dark coiincik, and expett*d. 
Since in the day her bsfiaefe might 
Be done as fafe as in the night. 

Her eye down-bendling to thd f roondj 
Planning fome davk and dd^y v^tttkd. 
Holding a dagger, on which ftood» 
Ail freih and recking, drops of blood. 
Bearing a lanthom,. which of yore. 
By Treafon boriow'd, Guy Fawfees how. 
By which, fince they improv'd in tt»ade, 
Excifemen have their lanthom^ made, 
AfTaffination, her whole miad 
Blood-thirfting, Oft her arm reclin'd. 
Death, grinniag, at her elbow ftood^ 
And held forth inftruments* of blood. 
Vile inftruments, which cowairds chafe. 
But men of honour dare not uife ; 
Around his Lordfhip and his Grace, 
Both qualified for fuch a place. 
With many a Forbes ♦, and many a Dun f , 
Each a rcfolv'd,' and pious fon, 

* A Scotch officer wiio challenged Mr. Wilkes. 

f A poor Lunatic, who war charsed with an intention to 

aiTaflinate Mr. Wilkes. . 

Wait 
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Wait her high bidding ;. each prepared. 
As fhe around her orders ihax'd^ 
Proof 'gainft remorfey to ran, to fly* 
And bid the deftin'd vi6lini die, 
Pofting on Villainy's black wing. 
Whether .he Patriot is, or King. 
Gppreflion, willing to appear 
An objeft of our love, not fear. 
Or at the moft a rev'rend awe 
To breed, ufurp'd the garb of Law. 
A book fhe held, or which her eyes 
Were deeply fix'd, whence feem'd to rife 
Joy in her breaft ; a book, of might 
Moft wonderful, which black ta white 
Could turn, and without help of laws. 
Could make the worfe the better caufe. 
She read, by flatt'ring hopes deceived. 
She wilh'd, and what (he wifh'd, believ'd. 
To make that book for ever ftand 
The rule of wrong through all the land; 
On the back, fair and worthy note. 
At large was Magna Charta wrote. 
But turn your eye within, and read» 
A bitter leflbn, Norton's Creed. 
Ready, e'en with a look, to run. 
Fail as the couriers of the fun. 
To worry Virtue, at her hand 
Two half-ftarv'd greyhounds took their itand. 

Acuriotts 
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A curious model, cut in wood. 

Of a mofl ancient cafUe flood 

Full in her view; the gates were barr'dy 

And foldiers on the watch kept guard ;- 

In the front, openly, in black 

Was wrote, " the Tow'r ;" but on the back, 

Mal^k'd with a Secretary's fesA, 

In bloody letters, « the BalHlle."' 

Around a table, fully bent 
On mifchief of moil black intent 
Deeply determined, that their reigtt 
Might longer laft, to work the bane 
Of one firm patriot, whoie heart, tied 
To Honour, all their pow'r defied. 
And brought thofe aftions into light 
They wifh'd to have conceal'd in night>. 
Begot, born, b?ed to infamy, 
A Privy-Council fat of Three ; 
Great were their names, of high repute 
And favour thro' the land of Bute. 

The Firft (entitled to the place 
Of Honour both by Gown and Grace>. 
Who never let occafion flip 
To take right-hand of fellowfhip. 
And was fo proud, that fhould he meet 
The twelve Apoftles in the ftreet. 
He'd turn his nofe up at them all. 
And ihove his Saviour from the wall ; 

Who 
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Who was fo mean (Meaimefs and Pride 

Still go together fide by fide) 

That he would cringe, and creep, be civil. 

And hold a ftirrup for the Devil, 

Jf in a journey to his mind. 

He'd let him mount and ride behind ; 

Who bafely fawn'd thro' all his life. 

For patrons firft, then for a 'wife ; 

Wrote Dedicaticns which mult make 

1 he heart of ev'ry ChriAtan quake ; 

Made one man equal to, or more 

Than God, then left him, as before 

His God he left, and drawn by pride. 

Shifted about to t* other fide) 

Was by his fire a Parfon made. 

Merely to give the boy a trade ; 

But he himfelf was thereto drawn . 

By fome faint omens of the lawn. 

And on the truly Chriilian plan 

To make himfelf a Gentleman, 

A title, in which form array'd him, . 

'J'ho* Fate ne'er thought on't when Ihe made him- 

The oaths he took, 'tis very true. 
But took them, as all wife men do. 
With an intent, if things ihould turn. 
Rather to temporize, than burn. . 
Gofpel and Loyalty were made 
To ferve the purpofes of trade ; 

Vol. LXVI. Y Religions 
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Religions are but paper- iksw - ' ^ 
AVluch bind the/eoU hiiMikh.xb^ wife^. 
Snch idle notions hi, fittote^ i n - 
Draw on and off, jnfi like agiove:; : ^ 
All Gods^ all Kings (letUft gfetki'Siftk 
Be anfwerM) iveretQ him die irame4 
A Curate .&rit> be read and read. 
And laid in» wtdlA be ftiould have fed 
The foub of his oeglefted flock. 
Of reading fuch a mighty ftock. 
That he o'ercharg'd the weary Brain 
With more than ihe could well contain. 
More than (he was with fpirits fraught 
To turn, and methodize to thought. 
And which, like ill-digeiled food. 
To humours tum'd, and not to blood* 
Brought up to London, from the plow 
And pulpit, how to make a bow 
He try'd to learn, he grew polite. 
And was the Poet's parafite. 
With Wits converfing (a^d Wits then 
Wese to be foond 'mongft Noblemen) 
He caught, or would have caught the flame. 
And would be nothing, or the fame ; 
He drank ^th drunkards, liv'd with flnners. 
Herded with infidels for dinners ; 
With fuch an emphafis and grace 
Slafphem'd, that Potter kept not pace ; 



He. 
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He, in the higheft reign fef ttoonj J '^J ^ • "t>;'4Ji>H 
Bawrd bawdry- fongl-toa- Pfalld tdflt';'' i v'^'' a^ ui "V 
Liv'd with men infamous aodr'Vik,'-** •' - '-^ ^ i>' 'J ^ ''^• 
T^uck'd his falvationfor-a fittUei ■■ ' ' -J 
To catch ^heir hilHttofrr taught their plain, ♦ ' 
And laugh'd at God to laugh with man ; ' ' ■' 
Prais'd them, when livings in each breathy 
And damn'd their bcm'ries ^er death. 

To prove his faith, which ail ttdaat 
Is at leaft equat to his wit. 
And make himfelf a man of note. 
He in defence of Scripture wrote ; 
So long he wrote, and long about it. 
That e'en believers 'gan to doubt it : 
He wrote too of the Inward Light, 
Tho' no one knew how he came by't. 
And of that Influencing Grace, 
Which in his life ne'er found a place : 
He wrote too of the Holy Ghoft, 
Of whom no more than doth a pofl 
He knew ; nor, (hould an Angel ihew him. 
Would he or know, or chufe to know htm. 

Next (for he knew 'twixt ev'ry fcience 
There was a natural alliance) 
He wrote, t' advance his Maker's praife. 
Comments on rimes, and notes on plays. 
And with an all-fufficient air 
Plac'd himfelf in the Critic's chair> 

Y 2 Ufurp'd 
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UfurpM o*cr Reafon foil dominion. 

And govern'd s^rely^ by opinion; 

At length dethroned, and kept if) awe 

By one plain fimple Man of Law *, 

He arm'd dead friends f, to vengeance true, 

T' abufe the man they never knew. 

Examine ftri£Uy all mankind^ 
Moll charaftcrs are xnix'd, we find ; 
And Vice and Virtue take their turn 
In the fame bread to beat and burn. 
Our Priell was an exception here. 
Nor did one fpark of grace appear. 
Not one dull, dim fpark in his ibul ; 
Vice, glorious Vice po/Tefs'd the whole, . 
And, in her fervice truly warm^ 
He was in fin molt uniform. 

Injurious Satire, own at leaft 
One fnivc ling viftue in the Prieft, 
One fnivelling virtae which is plac'd. 
They fay, in or about the waift, 
Call'd Chaftity 5 the prudifti dame 
Knows it at large by Virtue's name. 
To this his wife (and in thefe days 
Wives fcldom without reafon praife) 
Bears evidence— then calls her child. 
And fweare that Tom was viaftly wild. 

• Thomas Edwards, Efq. See Canons of Criucifin. 
f $^ Notes to Fc^e. 

Ripcn'd 
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RipenM by a long courfe of years* ^ • ' " s 
He great and perfeft now appears. 
In fhape fcarce of the human kind ; ' • 

A man, without a manly mind j 
No hu(band> tho' he's ti^uly wed ; 
Tho' on his Jcnees a child is bred» 
No fathet ; injor'd^ without end 
A foe ; and tho* oblig'd, no friend ^ 
A heart> wMch Virtue ne'er difgrac'd j 
A head, where Learning runs to wafte } 
A gentleman well-bred, if l^eding 
Reils in the article of reading ; 
A man of this world, for the next 
' Was ne'er included in his text ; 
A judge of genius* tho' confeft 
With not one fpark of genius bleft ; 
Amongft the iirfl of critics plac'd, 
Tho' free from ev'ry taint of tafte ; 
A Chriftian without faith or works* 
As he would be a Turk 'mongft Turks { 
A great divine* as Lords agree* 
Without the leaft divinity ; 
To crown all* m declining age, 
Enfiam'd with church and party rage* 
Behold him, full and perfed quite, 
A falfe Saint, and true Hypocrite. 

Next fat a Lawyer, often try'd 
In |>erilous extremes ; when Pride 

y 3 And 
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And Pow'r, all wild and tniM^^; iUxA, 

Nor dar'd to tempt the vaging flood $ 

This bold, bad^an afbfe t6 vievtr» 

And gave his hand to help tkei6 chrotfgh. 

SteeFd 'gainil compaffion,' ais tliey paH, < ' 

He faw poor Freedom bnsathe her laH; . ^ - ' 

He faw her ftruggle, heard her groan. 

He faw her helplefs and alone, 

Whelm'd in that fh>rm, which, fear'd and pras'^ **'. 

By ilaves lefs bold, himfelf had raisM. ' 

Bred to the law, he from the firft - 
Of all bad lawyers was the worft. 
Perfedion (for bad men maintain •'' 

In ill we may perfeftion gain) ' ^ ' ^ 

In others is a work of time, i . ^ 

And they creep on from crime to crime ; • ' '* 

He, for a prodigy defign'd 
To fpread amazement o'er mankind^^ 
Started full ripen 'd aH at once 
A perfe£i knave, and perfe£^ dunce. 

Who will for him may boaft of fenfe. 
His better guard is Impudence. 
His front, with ten-£>Id plates of brafs 
Secur'd, Shame never yet could pafs. 
Nor on the fur face of his fkin 
Blufh for that guilt which dwelt within. 
How often in contempt of laws. 
To ibund the bottom o£ a caule. 

To 
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To fcarchsMitcvVy I r<me» plaurt^ _, / /, • 

And worm into itrireiijrihfiwu 

Hathhe ta'enbri^jB^tOA fulfepre^fo^j,. m 

And undertake ttie 4^fi?ncc 

Of trufling fofih )vJbom in the end 

He meant to nm» not defend ? 

How often> e'en in open coart> 

Hath the wretch made kU fhame his fporC, 

And laugh'd off, with a villain's eafe. 

Throwing up briefs, and keeping fees ? 

Such things, as« tho' to roguery bred> 

Had ibuck a little villain dead, 

Caofes, whatever their import. 
He undertakes, to ferve a Court ; 
For he by heart this rule had got, 
Pow'r can effe^, what Law cannot. 

Fools he forgives, but rogues he fears ; 
If Genius, yok'd with Worthy appears* 
His weak foul fickens at the ^ght. 
And ilrives to plunge them down in night. 

So loud he talks, fo very loud. 
He is an Ange! with the crowd, 
Whilft he makes Juitice hsmg her head. 
And Judges turn froQi pale to red. 

Bid all that Nature, on a plan 
Moft intimate, makes dear to man. 
All that with grand and general ties 
Binds good and bad, the fool and wife, 

Y 4 Knock 
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Knock at his heart ; they knock in vain* 
No entrance there fuch.fiiitors gain. 
Bid kneeling Kiirgs forfake the throne ; 
Bid at his feet his Country groan ; 
Bid Liberty ftretch oat her hands'; 
Religion plead her ftronger bands ; 
Bid parents > children, wiie» and friends i 
If they come, 'thwart hts private ends, 
Unmov'd he hears the gcn'ral call. 
And bravely tramples on them alL 
Who will for him may cant and wfahie» 
And let weak Confcience with her fine 
Chalk out their ways ; fuch ihrrving rulet 
Are only fit for coward fools. 
Fellows who credit what Prieils tell. 
And tremble at the thoughts of Hell ; 
.His'fpirit dares contend with grace. 
And meets damnation face to face. 

Such was our Laiv^er i byhis.£di^ 
Jn all bad qualities allied. 
In all bad covinfels, fata t&M, 
By birth a Lord. O facred word ! 
O word mod iacred, whence men get 
A privilege to run in debt ; 
Whence they at large exemptloB ckim 
.From Satire, and her fervant Shame ; 
Whence they, depciv.'d of all her force* 
J'orbid bold Truth to hold her coorfe. 



.Cofifuk 
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Confult' his perfon, drefs, and air^ 
He feems, which llrangers well might fwearf 
The Mailer, »or by courtefy^ 
The Captain of a Colliery, 
Look at his vifage, and ^gree 
Half-hang'd he fiwins, jaft from the tree 
Efcap^d ; a rope may icmetitties break. 
Or men be cut down by miftake. 

He hath not virtue, (in the fchool 
Of Vice bred up) to live by rule. 
Nor hath he fenfe («i^idi none can doubt 
Who know the >man) to live Mrithoat. 
His life is a continued A:ene 
Of all that's infamous and mean.; 
He knows not change, unlefs grown nice 
And delicate, from vice to vice % 
Nature defign'd him, in a rage. 
To be the Wharton of his age. 
But, having giv'n all the fin. 
Forgot to put the Virtues in. 
To run a horfe, to make a match. 
To revfcl deep, to roar a catch. 
To knock a tott'ring watchman down* 
To fweat a woman of the toiwn. 
By fits to keep the peace, or break it. 
In turn to give a pox, or take it. 
He is, in faith, moll excellent. 
And in the word'smoft foil intent. 

A true 
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A true Choice Spirit we kdttik ; 

With Wits a Fool, widi Fods^a Wit : 

Hear him but talk, and yott woi^dfwear 

Obfcenity herfelf wat there; 

And that Prophanenefs had made choice^ 

By way of tramf^ to iife his voioe ; 

That, in all mean and low things greats 

He had been bred at BilUngfgatt ; 

And that, afcending to the earth 

Before the feafon of his birth» 

Blafphemy, making way and room. 

Had mark'd him in his mother's womb ; 

Too honefl (for the worft of men 

In forms are honeft now and then) 

Not to have, in the ufaal way« 

His bills fent in ; too great, to pay ; 

Too proud to fpeak to, if he meets. 

The ho^eft tradefman whom he cheats ; 

Too infamous to have a friend, * 

Too bad for bad men to commend. 

Or good to name ; beneath whofe weight 

Earth groans ; who hath been fpar'd by Fs^te 

Only to ihew, on Mercy's plan. 

How far and long God bears with man. 

Such were the Three> who, mocking fleep. 
At midnight fat, in counfel deep. 
Plotting deilrudtion 'gainft a head, 
Whofe wifdom could not be mifled ; 



Plottiog 
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Plotting deftrudion" 'gafiwB ft heart, - . - z 
Which ne'et from kcanQUrwoidd depart. 
" Is he not rahk'd tunongft mix foei ? 
*' Hath not his fpirit dar'd oppofe 
^* Our deareftineafiirea> made fnir name 
** Stand forward on the Toll ^ ihaine? 
'* Hath he notwynthe vulgar tribea^ 
" By fcoming menaces and bribes^ 
" And proving, that^ his darling caufe 
" Is of their Liberties and Laws 
*' To ftand the chuoipioni In a word* 
" Nor need one argument be heard 
*' Beyond this, to awake our seal, . 
" To quicken our refolves, and fteel 
" Our fteady fouls to bloody bent, 
" (Sure ruin to each dear intent, 
" Each flatt'ring hope) he, without fear, 
" Hath dar'd to make the Truib appear." 
They faid, and, by refentment taught. 
Each on revenge employed his thought ; 
Each, bent on mifchief, rack'd his brain 
To her full ih-etch, but rack'd in vain 5 
Scheme after fcheme they brought to view s 
All were examined, none would do. 
When Fraud, with pleasure in her face. 
Forth iHu'd from her hiding-place. 
And at the table where they meet, 
Firft having bleft them, took her feat. 
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" No trifling caaie* my <l«rlmg boys^ 
" Your prefent tlioaghts and cares employs ; 
^ No common ihare, no random Mow 
" Can work the bane «f fach a foe : 
" By Nature cautioiis as he'^ biare, 
" To Honour only he*4 a ilave ; 
" In that weak part withom defence, 
'* Wemuft xo Honour tfokc pretence: 
** That lure Audi to his ruin draw 
*' The wretch, who ftands fecur^ija law. 
" Nor think that I have idly plann'd 
" This fuU-ripe fcheme ; behold at hand, 
" With three months training on his kead, 
*' An infbiiment, whom I have bred, 
" Bom of theie bowels, far from %ht 
•' Of Virtue's falfe, but glarmg light, 
** My youngeft-bom, my deareft joy, 
** Moft like myfelf, my darling boy. 
** He, never touch'd with vile remorfe, 
" Refolv'd and crafty in his coorfe, 
" Shall work our en#y^complete our fchemes, 
** Moft mitti^ when moft he Honour^s feems ; 
'' Nor can be found, at home, abroad, 
'^ So firm and full a flave of Fraud.'* 
She faid, and from each envious fon 
A difcontented murmur run " 
Around the table ; all in place 
Thought kis M praife their own difgrace, 

Wond'ring 
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Wond'ring what ftranger (he had got. 
Who had one vice that they had not. 
When ftrait the portals open flew. 
And, clad in armour, to their view 
M ■ ■, the Duellifi^ came forth; 
All knew, and all confeft his worth. 
All jufHfied, with fmiles array 'd. 
The happy choice their dam had made. 
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